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weeks on the sand and the other fifty on 


Luke says he always drives through an 


the rocks. 
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See where some archavologist feller dug up 
the thumb of a woman who lived a million 
years ago. No doubt if he digs a little deeper 
he'll find a million year old man underneath it 


intersection real fast to get out of the 
way of reckless drivers. 
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The cost of living is always a problem: with 
inflation, you worry about the cost, and with 
deflation you worry about the living. 


studyin’?” 
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A Tennessee mountain man came down to Mem- 
phis for his first big city visit. When he returned 
home, he was asked how he liked the big city. 
“Never did see much of the town,” he replied. 
“There was so much goin’ on around the depot.” 
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TO ALL OUR READERS 


Publication Frequency and Price Change 


With this issue, and continuing un- 
til further notice, the ‘‘Digest’’ will 
appear six times per year (instead of 
twelve) -with aprice increase of 20¢, 
bringing the single copy price to 45¢ - 
but leaving yearly subscription rates 
unchanged at $2.50 per year in Can- 
ada andthe British Empire, and $3. 00 
per year in U.S.A. and other foreign 
countries. 

This apparent 80% price increase 
isnot a price increase in the accepted 
sense of the word (though paper and 
production costs have increased dur- 
ing the past three years) - for we have 
also increased the amount of reading 
material by 80%, having stepped up the 
contents from 24 to 44 pages. 

This change of publishing frequen- 
cy and price is the result of the greatly 
increased demand and reader -interest 
shown each of the three times the 
Digest double-headed two of its issues 


With This Issue 


Also, with this issue ...the Digestis 
continuing its series on ‘‘Towns and 
Cities of the Northwest’’. On page 8 
will be found Mr. George Ogston’s 
account of the birth of thetown of 
Vanderhoof which is situated almost 
inthe geographical center of the pro- 
vince onthe C.N.R. line west of Prince 
George, and which serves a farming, 
lumbering and mining area almost half 
the size of the State of Washington. 
A pioneer who first went into the coun- 
try for the Hudson’s Bay Co. in 1906, 
Mr. Ogston is well qualified to write 
onthe subject of ‘Early Days in Van- 
derhoof and the Nechako Valley’ ,for he 
was there before there was a Vander- 
hoof or a railway, and has watched it 
through every stage of its growth - and 


"Ethel, come here and get a load of this! 


into a ‘‘Special Edition’’. The first‘of 
these,a Pictorial edition(Aug. -Sept. , 
1951) is still being requested. Later 
the (May-June, 1952) P.G.E. issue was 
a sell-out within a week, with demands 
still coming in. The Vancouver-to- 
Fairbanks (Alaska) (July-Aug. , 1952) 
issue was so greatly in demand that 
we almost decided on a reprint. Dur- 
ing the last four months of 1953 we 
doubled up our Sept. -Oct. and Nov. - 
Dec. issues. Despite the fact that the 
last issues were not special editions 
in the sense that they were entirely 
devotedtoa single theme, the demand 
exceeded our expectations by far. 

As one reader put it, ‘‘You now 
have a magazine packed with variety 
and reader interest, and plenty of good 
pictures -keep it up. ”’ 

Let us know what YOU think - 
there’s plenty of room in the letter 
column. 


is still there -actively engagedin civic 
and community affairs,and in conduct- 
ing the realestate and insurance bus- 
iness which he established in 1914. 
By way of contrast to Mr. Ogston’s 
reminiscences of the pioneer days, the 
reader willfindon page 14 an account 
entitled ‘Vanderhoof Today’ as recor= 
ded by newcomer Ruth Marie Hallock,’ 
housewife and business-woman - who 
wouldn’t exchange the rich Nechako 
Valley (B. C.’s largest reserve of 
ricultural land - one million aren 
for any spot in Western Canada - as 
aplace to live in and grow with. In this. 
respect boththe pioneer and the new- 
comer have similar sentiments - one 
didn’t leave, the other won’t. 3 


CORRECTION 


On page 25 of our Nov.-Dec. issue, in 
Arthur Downs’ article entitled, ‘‘Are 
British Columbia's Moose Being Was- 
ted?"'’, the paragraph beginning ‘‘To 
the last two paragraphs, the Game 
Commissionhas this to say:..’’should 
have read:‘‘After checking its files it 
is probable that the Game Commission 
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Your enterprise (magazine)is wor- 
thy of much support and the further 
yarns with local color will be eager- 
ly looked forward to. 

Incidentally, of course, the extent 
and the nature of the advertising is 
indicative of the progress and devel- 
opment that has taken place in the 
interior of the province of recent years. 
It’s a very different picture from that 
of 35 years ago, when I first set eyes 
on it. It’s coming into its own at last. 


H.J.Sceats Victoria,B.C. 


PRACTICALLY DEVOURS IT 


I received my Sept. -Oct. issue of 
the Cariboo or Northwest Digest and 
this was my last issue. Please don’t 
skip a copy but be sure and send me 
the Nov. issue as I don’t want to miss 
acopy.I practically devour this mag- 
azine. 


Mrs.RayMorris Klamath Falls,Ore. 


WONDERFUL 


....They are wonderful magazines. 
At least I find them so, as I love this 
north country. 
Mrs.DavidJordan New Hazelton,B.C. 


BEST OF ITS KIND 


May I congratulate you and your 
staff for turning out a very fine mag- 
azine, and may you continue to do so. 
It is a credit to B.C. and one of the 
best magazines of its type in North 


America. We all look forward to each © 


edition with keen interest. 


D.D.Fraser 


ACCIDENTS DO HAPPEN 


I have read a great many of your 
stories and enjoyed them very much. 
I have only noticed one mistake, that 
is TRACKS (Sept. -Oct. ). You have got 
it on page 66 inthe index, but thereare 
only 44 pages in the book. TRACKS is 
on page 6.1 think you must have been 
thinking about something else. I am 
sure it was an accident. 

SEE NEXT PAGE 
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Saltspring L,B.C.: 


LET'S BE PRACTICAL 


By A. Sahonovitch 


.---eABOUT THE “BATTLE OF THE PASSES“ 


WITH PREMIER BENNETT assur - 
ing the people of this province that 
Ottawa is ready to back British Col- 
umbians up with a loan of 50% of the 
60 to 70 millions needed to complete 
the P. G. E. Railway, on both the north 
and south ends - it is high time the 
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U.S. Army Survey for 
railway to connect 
Prince George with 
Fairbanks, made dur- 
Japanese occupation 

of the Aleutians(1943). 


Ever since Messers FoleyjWelch 
and Stewart incorporated the Pacific 
Great Eastern Railway Co. in 1912 for 
the purpose of linking the Peace River 
Block (and the central interior of B.C. ) 
with Vancouver, acontroversy has ex- 
isted as to which was the more feasible 
route to push the rails on the north end- 
the PINE or PEACE PASS. 

There never was a need for any 
controversy or ‘battle of the passes’. 
It existed only inthe minds of the pol- 


‘Battle of the Passes’ was settled- 
sensibly, with an eye to the greatest 
future benefit to the province as a 


whole. And we have to make up our 
minds quickly - for Premier Bennett 
has also assured us that work is to 
begin this spring. 


PEACE PASS 


Quesnel 


iticians during the past 40 years - 
whether they should build via the nat- 
ural Peace Pass route and serve a 
sound economical purpose - or go 
vote-catching through the Pine Pass 
where the greatest populationcentre 
exists. 

ThePine Pass route from Prince 
George (present northern terminus of 
the P.G.E.) to Dawson Creek, pop- 
ulation centre on the south side of the 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 41 
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CONTINUED 


I like the joke page but maybe I 
shouldn’t because of the language, but 
all the rest I like very much. 


Quesnel,B.C. 


Elizabeth Thorley, Age 11 


Thanks - Maybe some day we’ll, 
have 66 pages. And we’ll watch the 
language henceforth. Ed. 


AMAZED 


Two years ago when passing through 
QuesnelI read your magazine by chance 


and thereonI was alwaysamazed at the 


stories in it, quite different than any 
other book published in Canada. 


Zygmunt Kisielew Montreal,P.Q. 


A LITTLE BIT OUT - 
BUT GOOD 


Please note some of the stories are 
a little bit out as I happento know some 
of them in person but are good read- 
ing at that, especially where the man 
who rode the wild moose into his ca- 
bin starts. 

I personally have some old his- 
tory back in 1858-1866. If I get up your 
way I’) drop in. 


E.J.Haller Vancouver,B.C. 


BULL-HEADED CANADIAN 
GAME DEPT. RIGHT 


Ihave spent a great deal of time in 
Canada.I think a great deal of the coun- 
try and its wonderful fish and game 
areas. Ihave followed your arguments 
for years, withyour game department 
over the moose question asI have sub- 
scribedto the Digest for a long time. 

Well, long ago I learned that there 
is nothing as bull-headed as a Canadian 
(I wish I were one). The only way to 
get along with a Canadian is to shut up 
and let him have his say. But in the 
moose question, it is one bull-headed 
Canadian against another bull-headed 
Canadian with the moose herd in the 
middle. I imagine to be a game offi- 
cial in Canada would be a somewhat 
trying experience. 

It doesn’t make sense, but I believe 
the Game Department is 0n the right 
track, at least partly. It doesn’t make 
sense to put small-pox germs in your 
arm to keep you from getting small- 
pox, but it works. It doesn’t make sense 
to put maggots in wounds to cure them 
but with certain types of wounds, it 
works. It doesn’t make sense that Can- 
ada and the United States can have a 
several thousand mile border without 
an army on the line, but it works (as 
long as too many guys like me don’t 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 43 


PACKTRAIN INCIDENT 


by David Anderson 


Photo Courtesy BC Provincial Archives 


As I stood on the bank of a river, forty years ago, 

Beside three acres of green-sod, e’er came the winter’s snow, 
Down from the north rode Cataline -oh splendid to behold, 

Like to a crusader in the brave days of old. 

Down from a lonely land where grizzly bears hold sway, 

Where he packed through each summer for the great Hudson’s Bay. 


He looked down on the water and at the farther shore; 

The distance was, as the crow flies, two hundred yards or more. 
He said, ‘‘That’s a dangerous river, swollen by days of rain 

For some of the weary horses that are in my coming train. ’’ 

It was Fraser, Father Fraser, to the miners of old 

Camping on its sandbars and searching for gold. 


From the near-by woods came a murmur, the tramp of many feet, 

Like to the sound in a city when a crowd is on the street. 

The bell-mare came out foremost, the bell rang loud and clear 

And three able youthful horsemen pressed on the lagging rear. 

When they were out of the forest and their saddles placed on the ground, 
Freely they entered the water, for they were homeward bound. 


Bravely they struggled onward, wet was each waving mane, 

But four sunk slowly under, and were never seen again. 

Never more in the morning would they follow the loud-toned bell, 
Never again in the evening would they feed in some grassy dell. 

Safely the boys were rowed over, and they shouted loud their cheer 
That they’d be near their own true loves til the spring of another year. 


But those girls had anxious moments while they were far away, 

For no tidings had come from their heroes for six months and a day. 
This is no Grecian Fable of rivers running wine 

Or of maids with snaky tresses, or sailors turned to swine. 

Old men are still among us who met them on that day, 

And I saw the whole performance and heard what each did say. 
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MY DOG *TRAY” 


By W.D. MORRIS 


WHEN I WAS a youngster I often 
heard the older folks exclaim that ani- 
mals, after living with their owners for 
a considerable number of years, came 
to look like them. Not feature by fea- 
ture, let me hasten to add, but rather in 
the manner the animals flexed their 
features to reflect an expression. An 
animal, especially a dog, an old one, 
would get to anticipate the response of 
its master to certain circumstances 
after years of covertly studying facial 
expressions, not to mention physical 
reaction and in the process would inevi- 
tably copy, and this unconsciously, 
numerous idiosyncrasy, identifying 
the dog with its master. 

Being young at the time, I was pro- 
foundly impressed for in those days we 
acquired a great proportion of our edu- 
cation by listening to and respecting 
our elders. It wasn’t long before I need 
only to look at a dog’s face to tell to 
whom it belonged. It amazed me, and 
made mother rather cross, when Titch, 
our old, faithful Pugdog began to look 
more and more like Dad every day. My 
studies, however, came to an abrupt 
end the day Cleopatra, our old sow, 
began to look like Ernie, my brother-in- 
law. He was a lot bigger and ever so 
many years older than I and, of course, 
his persuasive powers more compelling 
than circumstances warranted. I said I 
was impressionable; so too was my 
brother-in-law’s hand for I wasn’t too 
young to forget that I had to have my 
meals, for quite a number of days, 
standing up. Ernie was stubborn, per- 
sistent and a man of his word, which 
characteristic, I am afraid, at times he 
carried too far. A good illustration of 
this and one that will serve to convey 
a better impression of the type of man 
he was is a brief resume of the facts 
pertaining to the flood. 

Our house was built in the middle 
of a saucer-like depression large 
enough to enable Dad to lay out a fine 
lawn. Of course, being the youngest 
boy, all the jobs nobody else wanted, 
fell to me and the mowing of the grass 
naturally became one of my recreations 
when I had nothing else to do. There 
were times, however, when Mother put 
her foot down and I not only avoided 
mowing the lawn but was not allowed 
out of my room. It seems to me now, 
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years later, that always upon these 
occasion when I didn’t have to mow the 
lawn, I was confined to bed with one 
of the rewards of childhood. If I re- 
member correctly, at the time of the 
flood, it was chicken-pox. These sick- 
nesses always seemed to come when the 
grass needed attention and this time it 
was long indeed. Well, after Mother 
tucked me into bed I heard Ernie say 
that he had decided to mow the lawn 
next morning, as he put—‘‘Come hell 
or high water.”’ 

During the night, the creek rose, 
overflowing its banks and, in general, 
making quite a mess of things. I awoke 
to find all the members of our house- 
hold upstairs. I soon gathered that the 
downstairs portion of the house was 
flooded. There was a good six feet of 
water covering the lawn but there was 
no current. The water around our house 
was placid but muddy. About ten 
o’clock in the morning I heard Mother 
wonderingly exclaim; ‘Jim. Jim. 
(that’s my Dad’s name) come here. 
What’s that thing floating around on 
the water?’’ 

Dad came hurrying over to the win- 
dow through which Mother was look- 
ing. ‘‘Oh. That. That’s Ernie’s straw 
hat. Ernie is underneath, mowing the 
lawn. Stubborn cuss isn’t he?’’ 

I learned a lot about animals and 
men during those days and when I 
settled in the West the knowledge I 
had acquired, stood me in good stead. 
I built a cabin in Hope, British Colum. 
bia, in 1930 and soon decided that I 
must have a dog. A sensible dog he 
must be but one not too homely or'ugly, 


THE MASTER 


OLD TRAY 


I felt, because if, after a while, we 
began to look alike there were a a lot 
of dogs I would absolutely refuse to 
resemble, so I determined to take my 
time, using every caution in this vital 
matter. I wanted neither myself nor the 
dog to be sorry. It’s a hard thing to 
have to live with a dog, day after day, 
having him look at you accusingly, 
silently, sorrowfully all the time. The 
problem finally solved itself. 

The cabin I built was not far from 
the Kettle Valley Railroad track and 
during those days there were hordes 
of men riding the freights. I received 
many calls from these knights of the 
road mainly in quest of hand-outs. One 
morning I heard a noise on the porch 
and expecting to find another hobo at 
my door, imagine my intense surprise 
when confronted with what was to be 
my dog ‘‘Tray’’. I say ‘‘what’’ justifi- 
ably for he looked no more like a dog 
than a hog looked like Ernie. 

His face was invisible under a mat 
of long unruly hair that sprang from 
just above the eyes and flowed unkempt 
and dirty down over the chin. How the 
dog ever found his way around the 
countryside, will remain one of the 
most profound mysteries of all time. 
To me, the dog had no face. He présent- 
ed such a woe-be-gone attitude that, not 
being able to help myself, I became 
convulsed with uncontrollable laughter, 
which left me weak and shaken. This 
caused the poor animal much embar- 
rassement and pain and myself to be 
contrite and not a little eager to make 
amends. Therefore, holding the cabin 
door open, I silently bowed elaborately, 
the hairy creature accepting my un- 
uttered invitation with dignity. All this 
time I had been trying to think what 
he resembled and it finally hit me with 
some force that he could have been mis- 
taken for a big ball of tumble-weed 
tumbling haphazardly along the trail 
before the whims of an erratic breeze, 
and this would have required no great 
stretch of the imagination. 

As the days crept into months I 
discovered, after having cleaned him 
with lots of warm water, strong soap 
and a little kerosene, which caused his 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 36-B 


Part TWOOF An Account Of A 1500 Mile Trek Through The Central Interior 


There’s Long, Long, Trail 


By GWEN LEWIS, as related by Mrs. MATHILDA KEALING 


CHAPTER II 
PEACE RIVER PASSAGE 


June the first dawned bright and 
clear. As we sat at the breakfast table, 
practically eating ‘‘out of the pot’’ be- 
cause everything was packed, we heard 
horses coming in to the yard. It was a 
group of neighbors. All morning they 
kept coming, by car, horse, wagon, and 
on foot. They milled around and tried 
to help pack the ponies. 

As we expected, the ponies put up 
the crowning entertainment of the day. 
As soon as they were packed they tore 
out of the corral, bucking loose their 
loads, and tearing some of the bags 
open on the fence. Cameras clicked 
right and left as we took pictures of 
them whirling around in the dust. 

At noon we started out. The twelve 
pack ponies, a little quieter, and their 
loads retightened, were strung between 
us. Each horse was belled, and the 
mingled tinkles gave our caravan a 
musical, festive air. 

Fred led Molly, the ‘‘Kitchen- 
horse’. She was a big, heavy-boned 
mare, the tallest, and most sensible, of 
the pack train. Dan, her three weeks 
old colt, knobby-kneed, cute, utterly 
spoiled, with insatiable curiosity about 
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everything, danced by her side. 

In the centre of the pack train rode 
Jack, on Cropy, who was old but reli- 
able. He was so named because of his 
ears. They had been partly frozen off, 
giving him a cropped appearance. 

At the end of the line was I, on my 
little palomino, Buck. His glossy coat 
gleamed like light gold, and his pale 
shimmery mane and tail floated softly 
in the breeze. He was my pride and joy. 
His only fault was a sportive attempt 
to live up to his name. 

At my heels, trotted Brownie, eager 
and excited, keeping an eye on the colt, 
ever ready to join him whenever he dis- 
covered something to investigate. 

A number of friends, including my 
son, accompanied us for a few miles, 
reluctant to make the last break. This 
was the saddest farewell of all. At last 
my son turned and I watched him go. I 
dabbed the tears from my eyes before 
Fred could notice them. I did not want 
anything to dampen his enthusiasm. I 
could hear him shouting boisterously at 
the pack horses ahead. 

We began to climb the hill. 

At the top, heart heavy, I turned to 
look back, for the last time, on our old 
home. We had left the tractor standing 
in the yard, awaiting the company’s 
claiment for non-payment, and the 
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ON JUNE 1ST WE WERE ALL PACKED AND READY TO co 


granery full of wheat and oats. 

My reverie was short lived, for the 
strong wind which met us at the top, 
was flapping the gleaming new canvas 
pack covers, frightening the pack 
horses. They were not tied together, 
and we had considerable difficulty 
holding them in line. 

/We covered about ten miles the first 
day, passing many farmhouses, and 
fields of sprouting grain. 

We camped in the evening a few 
miles from Dawson Creek. Four of the 
horses, Biddy, June, Midnight and Ted, 
were left to graze with a short length 
of chain tied to one foot as a hobble. 
The men referred to them as the ‘‘chain 
gang’’, The rest of the horses were 
hobbled. 

While the men set up the tents, I 
started the campfire. Supper was soon 
ready, for I had partially prepared it 
before leaving home. 

Next morning, we awoke with the 
sun, about four a.m. The tents were 
sagging above us with a two inch 
blanket of snow. When I threw back 
the tent flaps, I stopped and stared. 
As far as I could see, stretched a field 
of young, bright green grain shoots, 
peeping through a mantle of soft snow, 
and apparently quite unharmed. By the 
time we broke camp, the warmth of the 
sun had melted the snow completely. 

There being no corrals, we had to 
tie each horse to a tree, to pack it. As 
usual, they heartily objected and we 
found it necessary to first tie up a front 
leg. By seven-thirty we were ready. 

As I lifted my foot to my stirrup, 
Buck turned his sleek head, and rolled 
his eyes at me. His shoulder muscles 
began to tremble under my hand. I 
carefully lowered my foot and backed 
away. I knew that roguish gleam in his 
eye; he was ready to explode. 

‘Fred, you'll have to ride this little 
devil for me,’’ I called over the backs 
of the pack horses. 

“Tl be .right with you. Lead him 
down the road, away from the rest of 
the horses,’’ came the answer. I obeyed. 

Fred followed, walked up to the 
horse quite unconcerned, then suddenly 
vaulted into the saddle and was all set 
before Buck realized his intentions. 
Away they went, the horse bucking 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 34 
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FIRST GOVERNMENT OFFICIAL TO VISIT CARIBOO 
GOLDFIELDS WAS GUILTY OF INSUBORDINATION 


A Letter - From B.A. McKELVIE 


One Of British Columbia's Foremost Historians 


I have to thank you for the receipt 
of the fourteen numbers containing the 
memoirs of Mrs. Harrison. 

Not long ago, in the course of doing 
research for the historical stories I 
write for The Vancouver Daily Pro- 
vince, I came across several letters that 
may be of interest to you. They were in 
the nature of reports made to Colonial 
Secretary W. A. G. Young by Thomas 
Elwyn, Ass’t Gold Commissioner, and 
have to do with the very beginnings of 
Cariboo’s famous era of gold. 

It is interesting to observe that 
Elwyn was probably the first official 
of Government to visit the district, and 
he was rapped over the knuckles for 
having left his post at Cayoosh Creek, 
without permission, to venture on such 
a journey. Endorsed on his first report 
in the small, precise handwriting of 
Govenor James Douglas, and initialed 
“J. D’’ is the following memo: 

‘Mr. Elwyn’s report is valuable and 
interesting, yet as a general rule — 
Officers must not leave their Posts on 
distant expeditions without an express 
authority from the Colonial Secretary 
permitting them to do so.”’ 


Here is Elwyn’s report: 


Cayoosh, B.C. 
20th September, 1859 
Sir: 

I have the honor to report that towards 
the latter end of last month reports of so con- 
flicting a nature were daily brought down from 
Fort Alexander that I determined on my own 
responsibility to make a hurried trip up thére. 
I left this place in company with Capt. Frank- 
lyn of Port Douglas on the 31st ulto and ar- 
rived at Fort Alexander on the 7th instant. 

From what I was able to learn on the 
subject from the miners in the vicinity of Fort 
Alexander I believe that Quesnelle river is 
not so rich as was at first reported: there are 
some very rich spots but the gold is not so 
equally scattered az on the banks of the Fraser, 
and in the rich places the pay dirt is very shal- 
low. Some men on the Quesnelle river are 
doing extremely well but the majority will I 
think soon come down and work on the Lower 
Fraser during the winter months. There are 
many $8 and $10 claims both above and below 
Fort Alexander and several companies in- 
formed me that they intended to winter in that 
vicinity. I was told by a miner who had been 
within twenty-five miles of Fort George that 
between Forts George and Alexander there 
were some large flats that would pay well if 
water could be brought on to them. Moat of the 
miners with whom I conversed seemed con- 
fident that dry diggings would soon be dis- 
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covered. Some of the gold taken out of Ques- 
nelle River has not thd appearance of having 
been washed any distance and generally 
speaking the color can be obtained in the 
creeks. 

Provisions while I was at the Fort were 
very scarce and dear. This will doubtless 
oblige many men to return who would other- 
wise remain there for the winter; in fact all 
those who have neither money nor credit suf- 
ficient to lay in a store of provisions that will 
last four of five months must come down. The 
packers are only just able to keep them sup- 
plied. Directly the route becomes impassable 
there will be no provisions for sale. 

The country between the Bounaparte and 
Fort Alexander is most beautiful and well 
adapted I should imagine for raising stock. The 
soil is rich, but I can hardly judge of its capa- 
bilities for agriculture on account of the sum- 
mer frosts. 

I trust that His Excellency the Govenor will 
not be displeased at my taking this step with- 
out permission from him. 

I have the honor to be 
Sir 
Your most obedient servant 
(Signed) T. Elwyn J.P. &c 
Lillooet District 


By the next summer more was 
known of the ‘‘upper country’’ dig- 
gings, and Elwyn was better acquaint- 
ed with the spelling of such places as 
‘‘Alexandria’’. He again took respon- 
sibility for going beyond his restricted 
zone of authority. This time he sent a 


policeman to arrest a man accused of 
attempted murder and escort him to 
Lillooet. 

This letter is of especial interest as 
it is Elwyn’s official account of the 
findings of the ‘‘Carabou’’ diggings. 

Thomas Elwyn was later the resi- 
dent gold commissioner at Williams 
Creek, and the miners were anxious to 
name the administrative centre, ‘‘E]- 
wyn’’, but this modest and most effici- 
ent public servant induced them to call 
the place ‘‘Richfield’’. 


Cayoosh, B.C. 
2nd July, 1860 
Sir: 

I have the honour to report that on the 30th 
Ulto I received a communication from the store- 
keepers at Alexandria informing me that on the 
24th Ultimo a difficulty occurred between Louis 
Simons and John Gearry which ended in the 
latter shooting the former through the body, the 
wound being pronounced by Dr. Chamblin of 
Alexandria as probably mortal. The respectable 
Portion of the residents at Alexandria secured 
Gearry and sent down an eye witness to lodge 
an information. 

Although I was informed in October last 
that my District did not extend to Alexandria 
I immeriately sent up my Constable with a war- 
rant to bring down Gearry, thinking that the 
case was of a nature to justify my so doing. 

I have received numerous complaints of the 
lawless state of things in the upper region, and 
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BARKERVILLE, BEFORE THE DISASTROUS FIRE OF 1368 


| Followed A Story 


By GORDON Y. THOMSON 


I READ A BOOK. Within weeks I 
was on my way. I travelled more than 
fifteen hundred miles of rugged roads 
to find the man who wrote ‘*Grass Be- 
yond the Mountains.”’ 

Sheltered by the lofty rimrock above 
Greer Creek; hidden tar back in the 
interior of northern British Columbia, 
lives the author. The pioneer story of 
Richmond P. Hobson, Jr. will some day 
become as legendary as those of the 
famed frontiersmen, who opened up the 
west before our time. Today we no 
longer think of new frontiers with the 
terrific hardships endured by our fore- 
fathers. Few of us would dare leave 
the security and comforts of life en- 
joyed by Hobson at the start of his 
amazing adventures. Possibly he was 
inspired by watching boxing contests. 
Often boxers have to overcome tremen- 
dous obstacles to finally win through 
mostly courage. He competed in sever- 
al matches himself while training at 
the Los Angeles Boxing Club. The 
chance for wealth and fame in the 
squared circle did not have enough ap- 
peal to satisfy his craving for adven- 
ture. He gave up a promising boxing 
career, nor did he use his college learn- 
ng to build a future. He gave up an 
easy way of life to learn to become a 
cowman. He could not escape his 
childhood dream of owning a large 
ranch. 

Mr. Hobson is no stranger to the 
reading public. In his sensational book 
“Grass Beyond the Mountains’’ he 
gives an action packed narrative of his 
advancement. In only a few years he 
had gone through all the stages from 
the handle of a fork, to become cow 
boss of one of the largest ranches on 
the continent. His book has become so 
popular that it has a good chance of 
proving a best seller for the year. 

All my life I have loved reading 
books. Never had I taken a story so 
seriously that it would affect my life. 
I read ‘‘Grass Beyond the Mountains.”’ 
I could never have known contentment 
until I had met the author and seen his 
country. I was manager on a ranch in 
Alberta at the time. I was so inspired 
by the thoughts of miles of unclaimed 
grass I decided to come over to see if 
there was a spot left to be cornered. 

I drove to Black Diamond, Alberta, 
where I said good-bye to Dad and 
Mother, who are pioneer ranchers of 
that district. I shook hands with my 
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Author Rich Hobson (right) of "Grass Beyond The Mountains" 


, with guide Joe Seyfarth of Fort St. James. 


The seven pound rainbow shown here was caught in Trembleur Lake , about a hundred miles north of Rich's 


"Rimrock" ranch, 


famous rodeo brothers and their fami- 
lies; they each run their own brands on 
the home ranch. 

Without even waiting for the Cal- 
gary Stampede I set out on the trail of 
the Bloater; that was the car driven 
by Pan and Hobson in their quest for 
unclaimed grass. I thought I had come 
to the end of my quest when I reached 
Anahim Lake. I could go no farther in 
my jeep. The Itcha Mountains towered 
above this historical Indian rancheree 
over which only a saddle horse could 
carry me. However I learned from 
characters mentioned in the book that 
Hobson had left the valley. The Fronti- 
er Cattle Company had folded up. Tak- 
ing his favorite horses with him Rich 
once more headed out to pioneer a 
country he had seen from an airplane 
lying far north of his headquarters at 
Batnuni. I knew that where Hobson 
had gone there would be grass. I back- 
tracked to Williams Lake then drove 
for two days, north and west until I 
found Hobson at his Rimrock Ranch. 

As I descended into the valley and 
stopped at the log house, a tall sturdy 
cowman stepped out to meet me. Upon 
being assured that he was Mr. Hobson 
I told him I was looking for the ‘‘Grass 
Beyond the Mountain.’’ He looked at 
my Alberta license plates, at my ranch 
clothes, and weather beaten plug ugly 


mug and grinned. He waved over to 
the guest cabin, told me to move in and 
come over for dinner. 

During the following week as his 
guest, Rich showed me over his ranch. 
His resourcefulness and far sighted 
policies in ranch development amazed 
me, even more than his personality 
itself. He was entirely different than 
the impression I had formed from his 
book. You can better understand the 
courage and determination of the man 
after reading of the hardships he and 
Pan endured. Throughout his story he 
depreciates himself and his accomplish- 
ments. According to his friends and 
associates mentioned in the book he 
held his own throughout with the hardy 
rangebred hero Panhandle Phillips. 

During my debut as a professional 
boxer in Los Angeles during 1936-37 I 
met and saw in action many of the 
boxers known by Hobson. As he told 
me of some of the names of men he had 
boxed with, I realized that he must have 
had more than average ability. From 
the book one would gather that his 
knowledge of horses and cattle was 
very limited. If you were to visit his 
Rimrock Ranch you would soon dis- 
cover that his horse and cow savvy is 
actually equal to that of the most range- 
bred cowmen. His love for horses is 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 33 
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Early Days In 
Vanderhoof 


And The Nechako Valley 


By GEORGE OGSTON 


When this central interior of ours 
called for pioneers to develop virginal 
wealth, the call reached the same 
breed of people who have always re- 
sponded to such calls, and who always 
will. Thus started the movement to 
Central BritishColumbia, andI would 
place the date at 1903, which coincides 
with the year of my arrivalinthis por- 
tion of British Columbia. From that 
date, Irecall something of the pioneer - 
ing hardships which were endured, 
something of the tragedy and comedy 
of the times, which seem interwoven 
together, and how sturdy men and 
women toiled each intheir own sphere 
giving their allto the making of a new 
empire. 

While some of these pioneers have 
their names writ large in the history 
of the country, we must remember the 
rank and file whose deeds will remain 
unsung, but who cheerfully took their 
share of the burden of a great under- 
taking. Their lives were unspectacu- 
lar, yet each contributed his part in 
redeeming the districtfrom its prim- 
itive wildness. This is not anold coun- 
try as far as years go,and many of 
these pioneers are fortunately with us 
yet. The debt we owe to these sturdy 
trailblazers should not be forgotten. 

Herel would like to intrude alittle 
bit of personal history. The men and 
events of the periodI am covering have 
been of vivid interest to me;they are 
part and parcel of an epic struggle 
against the forces of nature, a long, 
long battle, the end of whichis not yet. 

l arrived in Hazelton in the summer 
of 1903, fresh from Scotland witha 


contract to work for the Hudson’s Bay 
Company as an apprentice for five 
years. I thought myself passing rich, 
for the contract stipulated that at the 


end of my first year I was to receive 


the sum of twenty pounds - or one hun- 
dred dollars. At the end of the year I 
found I had saved a goodly portion of 


PAGE 8 


this sum, something I could not do in 
after years when’! had acquired the 
habits of the free-spending west. But 
I set out upon my career in the new 
country with high hopes. 

In the days of the Napoleonic Army, 
every private soldier was supposed to 
carry afield marshall’s baton inhis 
haversack;in the service of the Honor- 
able Company there was a similar 
maxim current - that every apprentice 
carried agovernor’s pen on his desk. 
But it was evident at an early stage of 
my career that fate was not knocking 
at my door, telling me to get ready to 
be asecond Lord Strathcona. However 
Istayed with the Company seven years 
and have never regretted my associa- 
tion with them. 

When I arrived in Hazelton, all that 
Ihad previously read ofthe wild west, 
of Indians,miners,packers and cowboys 
seemedto be epitomized in that little 
frontier village. Nothing delighted me 
more than to borrow ahorse from one 
of the packtrains,get a cowboy hat and 
a rifle, then mount the charger very 
bravely, and have my picture taken. 
These pictorial masterpieces were 
carefully sent back to Scotland, be- 
cause I particularly wanted to impress 
the slow stay-at-homes that I had 
drunk deeply of the spirit of Western 
Canada. 

Hazelton in 1903 was beginning to 
attract mineral men to themineral 
possibilities of the district. The first 
settlers were beginning to come into 
the Bulkley Valley. It was adistinctly, 
lively little place, having a number of 
professional gamblers and a variety 
of games of chance going on. It depen- 
ded on communication with the outside 
by means of river steamers during 
the navigation season, and was prac- 
tically cut off during the winter. There 
was one mail a month during the win- 
ter season, and as that came across 
country from Kitimaat onthe coast by 


George Ogston, author of the article 
appearing on this page, first arrived 
inthis country from Scotland in 1903 
to work for the Hudsons Bay Co. at 
their Hazelton post. It is his fervent 
hope that he may spend another 30 
years in the country which has been 
‘“*home’’ to him for so long. 


dogteam, it was limited to letters and 
other first class mail. No newspapers 
came in from October until about the 
first of May. 

During my first years in the coun- 
try, there were two steamers plying 
between Port Essington and Hazelton, 
the port of Prince Rupert not being in 
existence. One steamer was named the 
‘‘Mount Royal’’, and was owned by the 
Hudson’s Bay Company, and the other 
the ‘‘Hazelton’’, owned by R. Cunning- 
ham & Sons, who were opposition 
traders. 

The spirit of opposition naturally 
was adopted by the steamers, and a 
bitter rivalry ensued between them, 
which was kept up for years. There 
was an annual struggle as to which was 
to be the first to reach Hazelton in the 
spring, and which was to be the last to 
leave in the fall. 

I remember in the spring of 1904 
when both boats left Port Essington 


Upon first arriving in this country as a youth I 
I loved to dress up in western style replete with 
wide-brimmed Stetson, rifle, et al - and send 
the photos back to Scotland,.... 


almost simultaneously, and the ding 
dong struggle which took place for 
leadership. The Captain of the Hazelton 
was possibly the better navigator, and 
on this trip, while the two boats were 
neck and neck going upstream, Swung 
over and took his opponent’s water. 
Those who know anything about river 
water will know what that means. The 
‘‘Mount Royal’’ for the moment be- 
came practically unmamageable, and 
the Captain, seeing this, took the un- 
precedented course of leaving the 
wheel, rushing to his cabin for his rifle 
to shoot the rival skipper. Fortunately 
he did not find his rifle, and coming to 
his senses, rushed back to the pilot 
house, without any damage having been 
done to the boat. 

Communication was maintained by 
means of the Yukon Telegraph Line, 
an institution withus yet. An operator 
and lineman were stationed at approx- 
imately forty miles apart all the way 
from Ashcroft to Dawson. The line 
was onthe only trail into the country, 
so this was the main artery of travel. 
The distance from Ashcroft to Hazel- 
ton was almost 600 miles;so by pack- 
train, imagine the time taken to travel 
between the two points. The telegraph 
men inthose days were a real hospit- 
able lot, and many atravellor had 
reason to be thankful for their kind- 
ness. 

A story is told about a lineman 
stationed about where the village of 
Telkwais now. This man had married 
an Indian woman, and just as happens 
in any ordinary family,they hada row. 
The lady was put out, and told never 
to report back at family headquarters. 

This didnot suit the lady, so she 
stayed away for a day or so, then ata 
distance of about ten miles from the 
cabin, she deliberately cut the line. 
She knew enough that if the line went 
down, her husband was bound to appear 
onthe scene. He did, andthe result was 
areconcilliation,and,let us hope, they 
lived happily ever after. 

It might be of note to say that in 1903 
the first survey parties for the Grand 
Trunk Pacific Railway were started 
out from Hazeltontoexplore possible 
routes for the transcontinental line, 
which had already commenced con- 
struction. 

The period 1904-1905,I spent at 
Babine Post. Babine was abusy trading 
post, doing avery large fur business, 
and generally quite anumber of miners 
from Manson and other creeks winter - 
ed there.Our principal sport during the 
salmon run was spearing them with 
Indian spears from a raised platform 
near the mouth of the lake. There was 
no settlement in the vicinity, and ev- 
erything was in a comparatively wild 
state. Iremember having two visitors 
from Vancouver - a very infrequent 
occurrence then. 

One of the most picturesque char- 
acters inthe country at this time was 
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The famous packer Jean Caux, or "Cataline" as he was known, (left centre foreground) supervising the 
loading of his (often) 100-horse packtrain, in front of the Harvey Bailey store in Ashcroft in 1897. A pe- 


culiar trick of 
growth), 


a Spaniard whose rightful name was 
Jean Caux, although he was known 
throughout the country as ‘Cataline. ’ 
This was from the fact that he was 
born in the province of Catalonia in 
Spain. Cataline was a packtrain man 
allhis life, and at the time I first knew 
him, he owned atrain which did all the 
freighting for the Hudson’s Bay Com- 
pany.My association with him stretch- 
ed over practically the entire period 
I was with the Company. 

Cataline might have stepped from 
the pages of one of Bret Harte’s novels, 
so completely did he fill the bill of what 


is was to drink two-thirds of a bottle of rum and rub the rest of it into his hair (to promote 


a real western character should look 
like. Tall, straight despite his seventy 
years, witha magnificent head of hair 
reaching down to his shoulders in 
greying curls, he talked a language 
which nobody but his mules could un- 
derstand. It seemedto be compounded 
of a curious mixture of Spanish, 
French,Chinook and Chinese,and dur- 
ing the years Iknew him, I do not think 
I ever once had a real conversation 
with him. He was a wizard with horses 
and mules, and understood all their 
whims and vagaries as no other man 
could. He always wintered his pack- 
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This Hazelton-bound 50-horse pack train is shown as it starts off over the old Blackwater trail on the west 
bank of the Fraser River at Quesnel, Trail (and telegraph line which it parallelled) crossed the Nechako Ri- 


ver at Fort Fraser - 25 miles west of where 


anderhoof is now situated, 
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VANDERHOOF BUSINESS 


PROF FESSIONAL 


OMINECA MEDICAL And 
DENTAL CLINIC 


A.W, MOONEY, M.D, - C.E. McDONALD, M,D, 
A.W. AMUNDSEN, D.D.S. 


STORES 


JEANETTE’S 


LADIES AND CHILDRENS WEAR 
Phone 57R 


VANDERHOOF DEPT. STORES LTD. 


DRY GOODS FOOTWEAR 
READY-TO-WEAR 


‘‘Where People Like To Shop’’ 


— VANDERHOOF BAKERY — 

Specializing In: 
eRe, eee PIES 
And PASTRIES = ee 


A. FRASER MecINTOSH 
BARRISTER & SOLICITOR 


REAL ESTATE & ACCOUNTING 


MacDonald Accounting 


AGENCIES 
INCOME TAX RETURNS 


ACCOUNTING - - AUDITING 


GEORGE OGSTON 
Established in 1914 
Nechako Valley Lands SGN, Fo 
IY 
ALL CLASSES OF INSURANCE cht Sr 
Notary Public, Sub Mining Recorder y Wi 


Vanderhoof Hardware 
General Hardware 


SPORTING GOODS 


Chinaware 


~~ @N) sxamer 


BUSINESS 
SERVICES 
: : MEATS GROCERIES FRUITS 
PUBLIC ACCOUNTING - - - INSURANCE 
NOTARY PUBLIC - REAL ESTATE 


@ HARDWARE © FURNITURE 


@ SPORTING GOODS 
@ ELECTRIC SUPPLIES 


PARK BROTHERS LTD. 
Manufe cturers of F 
Western White Spruce 
and Onterior Fir 
GENERAL CONTRACTORS 


MARTINS MILLS 


SPRUCE AND FIR LUMBER 
ROUGH Or DRESSED 


a a a <8 


HOTELS 
LINCOLN HOTEL 


Fully Licensed - Modern aS 


COMFORTABLE 


ey 


MODERN MARKET 
VANDERHOOF, B.C. 


Groceries - Meats - Produce 


P. 


VANDERHOOF CO OPERATIVE 


ASSOCIATION 
QUALITY GROCERIES & GENERAL MERCHANDISE 


Operators Of Co-op. Grain Elevator Selling 
FLOUR - Feed - SEED 


Bud’s Electric an 


"EVERYTHING ELECTRICAL" ] 3 


— 


““A Complete Drug Service”’ 


_— 
} 


Home And Industrial Wiring 


VANDERHOOF HOTEL 
“The Northland’s Finest’ 


Wry DINING ROOM _- , 
. “FULLY LICENSED go 


AUTO CAMPS 


Rexall Pharmacy 


Established In 1914 


(Under Present Management For 25 Years) 


Sunnyslope Acres Manson’s Jeweller’s 

we 

TWO And THREE ROOM CABINS — 
By The Day - Week Or Month 


OVERLOOKING THE NECHAKO RIVER 


All Famous Makes Of Watches 


am 4 
Re uo Silverware (: y ) 
me 40} WATCH & JEWELLERY Wey 
j REPAIRS a 


“~ 
Just North Of The Nechako River Bridge 
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DIRECTORY. 


STORES - Continued 


Northside General Store 


A COMPLETE LINE OF 
QUALITY MERCHANDISE 


Hawkers Super-Value 


MEATS - GROCERIES - VEGETABLES 
BREAD - BUTTER - MILK 


TAXIS 


EARL’S TAXI 


Prompt, Courteous Service 


Charter Trips Anywhere In B.C. 


HEADWAY TAXI & LUNCH 


HOME COOKED MEALS 


Prompt Service 
CAFES 
Rendezvous Cafe 


r 4 & "Th e Best Place To Meet Your Friends" 
Nae 2*) | --HOME COOKING-- 


4 SILVER GRILL 
& COFFEE BAR 


Two Fine Places 
To Eat 


MAGC’S PLACE i 


McInnes Services Ltd, 
GAS, GROCERIES, LUNCHES , CONFECTIONERY 
1 Mile West Of Vanderhoof, B.C. - P.O, Box 32 


GARAGES & AUTOMOTIVE 
NECHAKO MOTORS Wy 
Wy) 


GENERAL MOTORS DEALERS 


Of Parts & Accessories 
faasors} Welding & Body Work - Automobile Repairs 


D&L SERVICE 
* WASHING * LUBRICATION 
Fbees 


*IMPERIAL 'Esso' Products 
*Tires, Batteries, Accessories 


Riverside Body Shop 
Body & Fender Work 


Painting - Upholstering 


Ain Wace. 
VANDERHOOF RETREADING 


And VULCANIZING 
"DOMINION ROYAL TIRES" 


" We Guarantee All Our Work" 


MISCELLANEOUS - Continued 


The CANADIAN BANK or COMM ERCK 


“Serving The Nechako Valley And 
East Omineca"’ 


AUTOMOTIVE - Continued 
On the High 
ERNIE'S GARAGE entering Vanderhoot 
= ‘ AUTHORIZED 
FORD & MONARCH 
EEL SALES & SERVICE 


BUSTERS SERVICE Gta 
INTERNATIONAL TRUCKS & FARM MACHINERY 
AUSTIN CARS 


Smeds Auction Rooms 
We Buy & Sell Used Goods 
GOOD QUALITY COAL AT ALL TIMES 


Complete Automotive Service - Welding 


Pastuerized Milk, Cream 


nt Cr LARO: bike 


Quoliti y Bi. f re duets 
Vanderhoof Burns Lake 


NECHAKO MACHING 
And WELDING 


Lathe Work - Arc & Acetylene Welding ~ 
Ferguson & New Holland 
Farm Machinery 


Ziegler’s Tire Shop 
VULCANIZING, TIRE REPAIRS, 
COFFEE SHOP 
Truck Driver Accommodation 
24 Hr, Service 


CONSTRUCTION 


SWIFT RIVER DREDGING Co. Ltd. 
and 
YORSTON CONSTRUCTION Co. Ltd. 


Phone 
16-Q 224 


Holmes Bldg. Vanderhoof 


Bowmans Lumber Yard 


COMPLETE 
BUILDERS’ SUPPLIES 


REPAIRS 


Monarch Cleaners 


DRY CLEANING - ALTERATIONS 
Expert Workmanship 
"Quality & Service - Our Motto" 


Campbell & abbas 


General Bulldozing 
Work 
LAND-CLEARING, LOGGING ROADS 


STRAND & NELSON 


GENERAL CONTRACTORS ~ 
Specializing In Earth-Moving 
TRUCKS-CATS-CARRYALLS 


OIL DISTRIBUTORS 


IMPERIAL OIL AGENTS 


(Dalgren & Loper) 


IMPERIAL) "THE BEST IN OIL PRODUCTS" 


FOR MINE, MILL, And FARM 


SHELL OIL CO. Of Can. 


e e Re (Ge, Syigeshiz 
Reo Theatre Circuit © « scx; 
SHOWING 
35 and 16 MM SHOWS 
In - VANDERHOOF, FORT ST. JAMES 
FRASER LAKE and BURNS LAKE, BC 


SARONOVITCH TRAN oth 


Gravel & Lumber-Hauling 
Specialists 

LOCAL & LONG DISTANCE 
HAULING 


HOME OL DISTRIBUTORS Ltd. 


L.R. Bradley, Agent 
AGENT: Massey -Harris 
Farm Machinery 
And Oliver Industria] Equipment, 


MISCE LLANEOUS 


VANDERHOOF SAW 
FILING 


Crosscuts, Circular and Hand-Saws 


VANDERHOOF SHOE REPAIR 


Quality Workmanship On Shoes And Hamess 
THE FIXIT SHOP BELTS SPLICED Etc, 
"We Mend Anything But Broken Hearts" 


I Ser my first glimpse of the Nechalee Valley when I was transferred to 
the Fort St. James post - shown above as it appeared in 1905 -1910. 


train near Ashcroft, and made the 
journey north every summer as soon 
as there was feed growing. 

One of the Spaniard’s lifelong cus- 
toms was to buy a white hardboiled 
shirt at Ashcroft every spring, and he 
would wear this continually until his 
return in the fall. It would start out 
by being white, and I will leave it to 
your imagination as to how it would 
look in the fall. 

Cataline was very fondofhis drink 
of rum. He would drink about three 
quarters of it, and pour the rest on his 
hand, and then rub it into his hair. It 
is said the basis of all good hair re- 
storersis alcohol, and Cataline was a 
living advertisement of the fact. Whe- 
ther it was the quality of the Hudson’s 
Bay rum he drank,I do not know, but 
the fact remains he had a magnificent 
crop on his head. 

Inthe summer of 19051 was trans- 
ferredto Fort St. James Post. The late 
Mr. A. C. Murray was in charge, and it 
was at this point that I first came into 
contact with the Nechako country. In 
the fall of that year I had my first 
glimpse of the Nechako River, and not 
for amoment did I suspect that here 
was an artery of communication which 
would be the scene of many important 
events of my life. 

About a month or so later than 
myself, the Rev. Father Coccola arr- 
ived at Fort St. James, having been 
assigned to the NewCaledonia diocese 
after many years’ service at St Eugene 
Mission, near Cranbrook. He was given 
a tremendous welcome from the Ind- 
ians,in which the staff at the post join- 
ed, and for many years thereafter he 
remained at Fort St.James, beloved 
of whites and Indians alike, laboring 
earnestly and diligently. If medical 
attention was required, no matter 
where or by whom, Father Coccola 
would reach the sufferer if it were 
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humanly possible to do so;and if the 
sufferer proved beyond material aid, 
he would bring spiritual comfort. 
When the record of this district is 
written, the heroic figure of Nicholas 
Coccola will stand out, an inspiration 
to all who follow. 

Fort St.James was then pretty well 
isolated from the rest of the world. 
True, the telegraph line was but forty 
miles away at Fort Fraser, but that 
was a day’s journey, and communic- 
ation between the two places was not 
frequent. Beyond the Hudson’s Bay 
officials, andthe telegraph people, 
there were no other whites in the 
country. True, there would be the occ- 
asional survey party, andthe odd pro- 
spector, but I refer particularly to 
permanent residents. For amusements 
and relaxation we were thrown much 
on our own resources. 

Our mail service was something 
of acuriosity. The contract called for 
the delivery of four mails a year, con- 
trasted with the weekly service now 
in force. Our nearest railway station 
was Ashcroft on the C. P.R. some 420 
miles away, SO you can see we were 
not able to spend many week-ends in 
Vancouver. I have often noted how the 
human being can adjust himself to al- 
most anything. AndIdo not remember 
us repining for the lack of newspapers 
It seemed to be quite alright to catch 
up on four months of newspapers, and 
one did not seem to be any more moss- 
backed through being behind time on 
events. I found, then, that one followed 
the newspapers with far greater int- 
erest than if they were coming in three 
times a week. 

Life at Fort St. James was very 
pleasant, andI would like to say Fort 
St. James was just as nice then, as it 
is now with many of the adjunctsof 
civilization. I remember the first 
school being established there in 19055 
by the Government, paying what I 
thought thentobe an enormous salary 
of $90 per month to the teacher. 

The priests exercised great con- 
trol over the Indians through the med- 
ium of the Church, and they were 
peaceful indeed. Infact, throughout the 
long history of Fort St. James, there 
are few instances recorded of any 
trouble with the Indians. 

Mr.Murray told me of one instance 
in which he was involved, which hap- 
pened over the death by drowning of 
an Indian while a member of the crew 
of one of the Hudson’s Bay boats. His 
relatives wanted compensation, and 
began to get ugly. Mr. Murray told me 
he managed to get one of the chiefs in 
his own room, where he kept one or 
two kegs of gunpowder.He told the chief 
that as his own life had been threaten- 
ed, it was now his turn to take the life 
of the one who had threatened him; and 
he proceeded as if he were going to 
explode the powder. This had the de- 
siredeffect, andthe chief went out and 
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talked to his people, and the storm 
quickly blew over. 

Talking about chiefs at Fort St. 
James,there is the story of one who 
had two wives, - and they both pres- 
ented him with sons on the same day. 
The chief was so very muchtickled 
with the extraordinary coincidence 
that he hastened to the Fort to tell the 
Factor in charge, of the good news. 
As a reward,the Factor of that day 
presented him with a turnip - a great 
luxury of course, as there were no 
Indian gardens. 

While the Hudson’s Bay Company 
enjoyed amonopoly of business, it was 
very amusing to watch, almost every 
spring,several Indian so-called stores 
spring up in the Indian village. I sup- 
pose the Indians thought there was a lot 
of money to be made in business, and 
there was no reason why they shouldn’t 
muscle inonbig business. They would 
go down to Quesnel in the spring, sell 
their furs, and bring back a load of 
provisions. In order to promote bus- 
iness they would give their goods out 
indiscriminately on credit. The con- 
sequence was another redskin would 
bite the dust -speaking in the mercan- 
tile sense. 

We had no roads in the district then, 
and while there were trailsto McLeod 
Lake and Fort Fraser, there was an- 
other trail,rather indistinct,branching 
off the Fort Fraser Trail’ and wending 
its way down tothe Nechako River at a 
point near Mr. William Redmond’s 
farm. This trail was the connecting 
link between Fort St. James and Stoney 
Creek. It meandered through the farm 
of Mr. A. V. O’Meara,andthis was the 
road which was used in the first Man- 
son Creek rushin the eighteen seven- 
ties. You see, Vanderhoof was still a 
long way off then. 

‘In 1905 the first of the settlers had 
arrived in the Nechako Valley.I am 
making a distinction between settlers 
and telegraph men, because such men 
as Bill Manson have been there since 
the memory of man runneth not to the 
contrary. In 1906 Stoney Creek, which 
was then the settlement, achieved 
some prominence The first Post Office 
in the valley was opened that year, with 
Mr. Charleson as Postmaster.Despite 
the celebrated saying of a well-known 
author, that ‘‘never a law of God or 
man runs north of fifty-three’’, here 
at the fifty-fourth parallel in 1906, 
we find British Columbia law being 
introduced by the appointment of Mr. 
Charleson as Justice of the Peace. 

I don’t know that I would have cared 
to represent the law under the circum- 
stances then prevailing. While the 
country was most law-abiding, still the 
nearest jail and constable were at 
Quesnel - 120 miles away - so that the: 
Magistrate had to undertake jail and 
police duties as well. However, the fact 
that the first Justice of the Peace in 
the valley is here with us to-day, alive 


and well, shows he must have handled 
adifficult situation with tact and dip- 
lomacy. 

It was about this time that the pot- 
entialities of the Nechako Valley had 
begun to be generally noised abroad, 
and aregular land boom started under 
way. During 1906 the first survey par- 
ties on location for the Grand Trunk 
Pacific Railway penetrated into the 
district, and of course the fact of the 
coming construction, was a powerful 
stimulant to the growing land fever. 

The three years 1906, 1907, 1908 
saw the first of the settlers innumbers 
coming into the valley. Books, movies, 
and plays without number have been 
written about the great American 
movement into the western states, and 
the limousine of the nineteenth cent- 
ury, the covered wagon,featured large- 
ly inthis irresistible western sweep. 
The movement had its parallel, on a 
much smaller scale, to the Nechako 
Valley during the years I have ment- 
ioned. 

They came in buggies, in wagons, 
with and without springs, with pack- 
trains, and many on shank’s mare. One 
man started out of Ashcroft wheeling 
a baby carriage, and made the journey 
successfully. [remember the Bank of 
British North America coming into 
Fort George, and the entire outfit was 
on two packhorses. 

While at Blackwater on the Quesnel 
Road, the horse bearing the money got 
restive and ornery, in the gentle way 
seasoned packhorses do, and began 


bucking with his load on. It gradually 


disintegrated its load kicking violently 
all the while, and it completely burst 
up the box containing bills of all den- 
ominations. They say Blackwater nev- 
er saw so much money,and likely will 
not again. There were bankbills scatt- 
ered all over the country. However, 
history records that it was all found. 
The Bank also had taken the precaution 
that all notes were unsigned.They were 
not to be legal tender until the local 
manager had affixed his signature. 

Most of the settlers started for 
Ashcroft, so you will see there were 
350 miles between the rail head and 
the promised land. It might have been 
a gold rush,so great wasthe eagerness 
to see this new land reported from all 
sources of information to be flowing 
with milk and honey. Northward and 
ever northward went the people to ex- 
plore and settle this fabled charmed 
land. 


During this periodI have mention- 
ed there was no wagon road north of 
Quesnel. The old telegraph trail was 
the route used. This trail had seen its 
full quota of tragedy and comedy in the 
days of the Klondike rush, when it saw 
despair, lost hopes and lost men. Now 
it was witnessing anew, another inv- 
asion of men and women, also with 
gold as the sustaining objective, but 
gold to be wrested out of produce of 


The trail soon began to get widen- 
ed out by each successive wave of set- 
tlers. Menin their eagerness to get a 
trail through, slashed the trail asthey 
went,until finally ittookon some sem- 
blance to a wagon road - crude, yet 
passable with atremendous effort. The 
heartbreaks which were encountered, 
lost horses,short rations,mosquitoes, 
mud and water were such as to try the 
stoutest nerves. Then there was a 
sleigh road made,and shortly after-that 
the Government in its goodness of 
heart voted an appropriation for a wag- 
on road 

The people who came in, having 
survived the hardships of the journey 
went about the tasks of making homes 
and clearing their land in approved 
pioneer style. The fact that they were 
tremendously isolated did not cramp 
their enthusiasm in the slightest. You 
must remember they had only one mail 
a month, and no radios. And you can 
fancy a good housewife saying to her 
husband, ‘‘John, we are out of tea and 
sugar, you will have to get some. ”’ 

And John would have to hitch up the 
team and go to Quesnel carrying his 
own blankets and feed, and go forth on 
a journey which meant 250 miles. We 
latecomers, with stores and other 
things right at our doors, and perhaps 
grumbling because the ‘New Deal’ is 
so long in coming, should remember 
what had to be faced by these people. 
And there were no halls, no school- 
houses,no Literary Society, and no 
town to go to,so that it meant,for a 
year or soat least, they were deprived 
of almost every kind of social life. Yet 
this did not seem to daunt them, nor 
did it cause them to turn crusty. The 
living illustration of this lies in the 
fact that our oldtimers are the most 
cheerful people we have. They must 
have been trained in a school of phil- 
osophy which closed its doors when 
pioneering days passed. 

All supplies had to be freighted in 
either by sleigh or wagon from Ques- 
nel. That reminds me of a conversation 
Ioverheard about that time, between 
Fred Engen, after whom the bustling 
city of Engen is named, and a settler 
to whom he was trying to sell land. 
Somebody had been telling this pros- 
pective settler about the difficulties 
of freighting and the high rate per 
pound which had to be paid. Mr.Engen 
was quick to turn this apparent dis- 
advantage into a favorable point. 

“Well, just think, Mr. So and So, ”’ 
he said, ‘‘everybody can haul their 
own freight at 8 cents per pound and 
make barrels of money. ”’ 

I think if Mr. Engen had lived,Pres- 
ident Roosevelt would have conscript- 
ed his services as a member of the 
"Bram rust. 

Of the various outfits which came 
in at this period, there are stories 
galore, and the passage of time has, 
as it generally does,mellowed them 


into legends. After a while they will be 
traditions,and thus pass into the early 
folk lore of the country. However, they 
were remarkable days, and days when 
the impossible was attempted and al- 
achieved. Development had started in 
real earnest, and already there was 
talk of the coming railway construction 
and the making of more and better 

wagon roads.The chorus for improved 
transportation facilities, at first a 
feeble cry, was swelling into alusty 
chorus,which could not fail tobe heard 
by aGovernment however somnolent, 

and however regardless of the fact that 
anew empire had been founded in the 
unknown spaces of the North. Looking 
back,lam sure it was just as hard to 
get the Government to do anything then 

as it is now. 

Land was being taken up in inc- 
reasing quantities by speculators, who 
wished to be in on the ground floor, 
before the railway came _ through. 
There was much speculative talk a- 
mong the settlers as to where the rail- 
way was going, and a few of them had 
apparently satisfied themselves, after 
doing some amateur angineering, that 
there was no alternate route, but right 
through their own properties. 

Old timers will recall the case of 
‘Old Man Hazen’, whose place is on the 
other side of Laketownon the old road 
to Fort Fraser. He had it carefully 
figured out that the railway would sim- 
ply have to pass between Tatchie and 
Noolki Lakes. He went to work and 
filed on a single pre-emption which 
stretched from lake to lake. He did this 
by taking 88 acres in one section,80 
in another, all cornering on each other, 
making up the 320 acres allowed as a 
pre-emption. The marvel is that the 
Government of the day granted him 
such a fantastic record, but they did. 
It is not satisfactory to record that the 
old man was disappointed The railway, 
when it came, passed miles tothe north 
of him. 

Just inpassing, Iwould like to men- 
tion the meticulous care with which the 
railway was located through this dis- 
trict. Endless parties were sent out, 
every route patiently gone over and 
surveyed, and a vast amount of top- 
ographical data collected.The railway 
heads of that day were to make sure 
thatno matter what other faults were 
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where was 4/5 of 1 percent. I wonder 
how many people know that there is to 
be seen, in the vicinity of Stoney Creek 
Village, remains of a survey which 
was made through this country at the 
time when the Canadian Pacific Rail- 
way was being located.It is interesting 
to speculate just what would have been 
the history of this country, had the 
Canadian Pacific,in the eighties of the 
last century, been built through here, 
instead of the present route. 

The period from 1910 to 1914 might 
be truly described as hectic, when 
development was still proceeding a- 
pace, and when the chronicler of af- 
fairs had to keep an open eye to take 
note of everything that was happening. 
The land boom was still raging, thou- 
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sands of acres were being staked and 
bought up. Much of this land was never 
fully paid for, and in course of time 
reverted back to the government. But 
moneyed syndicates were taking up 
huge blocks of land for the purpose of 
holding them for the advance in values 
which was bound to come. To what ex- 
tent this wholesale alienationof lands 
has affected the development of this 
district, will probably never be prop- 
erly appraised, but to anyone who has 
followed the chain of ‘events, it is app- 
arent that a vast deal of harm was done. 
These speculators bought up the 
lands for $1, $2, and $5 per acre and 
turnedover the blocks to syndicates 
and others, who in turn expected to 
make a profit, until the prices of un- 
improved lands throughout the country 
were at a ridiculously high figure. 
Perhaps the figures did not appear to 
be so ridiculous and out of line then, 
when expansion and development was 
inthe very air one breathed, and easy 
money for everybody was the rule. 
Were not the settlers able to sell 
at tremendous prices, everything they 
raised? $120 per ton was paidfor hay, 
and potatoes were all the way up to 10 
cents per pound. Was not the magical 
land which could raise such stuff worth 
from $14to $18 per acre? Andso with 
everybody thinking this way, the game 
went merrily on. The Govermnent of 
the day was deriving a huge revenue 
from the sale of lands and timber, and 
they didnot have to spend it all in the 
country of its source. Besides, did 
they not have election after election, 
when their policies were overwhelm- 
ingly endorsed by the people of this 
country? Recollection tells me there 
were few voices raised in objection to 
the alienation of natural resources. 
But I remember there was one 
voice inthe wilderness crying against 
it. That was Mr. Moses B. Cotsworth, 
who published a pamphlet entitled ‘The 
Crisis’, in which he deplored the att- 
itude of the Government squandering 
the heritage of the Province. But at 
that time nobody had any use for, or 
patience with,a squawker; and besides, 
had not a real boom set in?The gen- 
eral attitude of this time is strongly 
reminiscent of the attitude of 1929, 
when people foresaw the dawn of anera 
of prosperity which was to have no end. 
Coincident with this boom,a natural 
sequence to railway construction, 
came that strange and virulent epi- 
demic of townsites, which only the out- 
break of war in 1914 was able to halt. 
Central British Columbia was one 
of the worst sufferers from the dis- 
ease. A wily promoter with offices in 
Vancouver, Winnipeg, or any other 
large centre, would size up the map 
of British Columbia, scanning the pro- 
posed route of the new railway. 
‘‘Here’’, he might say, with his fin- 
ger on a spot on the map, ‘‘ should be 
a large city. It is situated on this large 


lake, or that important looking river. 
Its natural location is magnificent. 
Let’s go make a city. ”’ 

So the site was secured, possibly 
from a settler whose idea-and it was 
correct -was thatthe land in question 
was only good farm land. Then it was 
divided, registered, and given a fancy 
name. The next step would be to put it 
on the market to the accompaniment 
of much ballyhoo advertising. It would 
be blazoned across the Continent, often 
in Europe as well;the country would 
be painted in the most alluring colors, 
and salesmen of the high pressure type 
wouldbeemployedto overcome the 
sales resistance of the stenographer, 
factory worker, the banker, and of the 
business man. They all fell for it, be- 
cause money was plentiful, and the 
speculative fever rampant. 

Lots in these townsites were sold 
at astonishing figures - at prices which 
could not have been acquired in fifty 
years,even if all the highly colored and 
sensationalclaims of townsite prom- 
oters deserted the fiction class and be- 
came facts. Looking back, it can be 
classed only as a scandal of the great- 
est magnitude,and the amount of harm 
done tothe country at large, was per 
haps greater than the harm wrought by 
the land selling syndicates, whose lit- 
erature painted the country as a par- 
adise. There was no'stock market to 
speak of in these days,so people’s nat- 
ural gambling propensites had to have 
an outlet of some kind, so they turned 
greedily tothese lands and townsites. 

Lots were sold to anybody who 
would buy, and when the supply ran low 
another subdivision would be turned 
loose on the market. Then another, 
until at some points, enough land was 
cut into 33 feet lots to provide for a 
city almost the size of Chicago. The 
whole game was so overdone, that a 
reaction was inevitable. People got 
stung, and it hurt so much that ina 
year or so, where there had been boo- 
sters only in the land, there appeared 
knockers, whose chorus swelled loud- 
er every day.The harm had been done, 
and the aftermath of it is affecting 
us heretothis day. It has been espec- 
ially noticeable during the years of 
depression. I am continually in receipt 
of letters, perhaps from England or 
some corner of the United States, from 
people who bought property in the dis- 
trictduring the boom times, The lett- 
ers are all of asimilar tenor.They paid 
so muchfor this land or that lot - what 
could they get for it now? They had lost 
their money and would be glad to sell. 

It is easy to be wise after the event. 
Perhaps the only redeeming feature 
has been that it taught the people a les- 
son. The good old fashioned whole- 
hearted lies about land and real estate 
does not pass muster any more. People 
have been taught to be more conserva- 
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Sportsmen: 


LET’S SHOW OUR APPRECIATION 


The following is an excerpt from a 
lengthy letter received from Eric Col- 
lier just as we were about to go to 
press. The balance of the letter, deal- 
ing with Arthur Downs’ article and 
J.P. Pack’s letter on the moose sit- 
uation (Nov. -Dec. issue) will appear 
in our March-April issue. The reas- 
on for rushing this portion into print 
is obvious - there is very little time 
in which to accomplish Mr. Collier’s 
suggestion, which we, incidentally, 
think is an excellent one. -Ed. 


As usual, Mr. Editor, I have been 
over ly long with this one. There is still, 
however one matter very close to my 
heart to which I would like to devote a 
word or two; and the columns of the 
Northwest Digest in which I have done 
so much writing in the past pertaining 
to Game matters,seems as good as any. 
Can you then bear with me a moment 
longer? Commissioner Cunningham 
is,I believe, leaving us all this year. 
Super-annuation draws nigh. His going 
will leave within the administrative 
staff of the B.C. Game Dept. a huge 
void which could well be filled by step- 
ping up one of the Divisional Inspectors 
to occupy the vacant desk on Burrard 
Street. The materialisthere within the 
Department, splendid satisfactory mat- 
erial. It wouldto my line of thought be 
atravesty of decency were this position 
filled by any other man than a Divisional 
Inspector,one who has come up through 
the ranks, giving so much of his life to 
the welfare of the game in his partic- 
ular.division. Might I hope that this 
thought will be shared by every Game 
organization in the Province. 

These game clubs - sportsmen, 
trappers,guides,owe much to Jim Cun- 
ningham. Insofar as the trappers are 
concerned, without Mr. Cunningham’s 
help - his interest in our meetings, 
sympathy for our legitimate object- 
ives,warm and friendly concern for the 


well being of each member, this or-_ 
ganization could never have progress- 
ed as far as it has. And thus I believe 
it to be with all other Game organ- 
izations. In his dealings with them - and 
there are many - Jim Cunningham has 
ever shown favoritism to none, fair- 
ness and equality to all. Can we not all 
then, insome tangible form,demon - 
strate our appreciation for his many 
fine qualities (he’s only a rogue part 
of the time) our thanks for the manner 
in which, according to hiscapabilities, 
he has helped our organizations along? 
Iam suggesting that each Game or- 
ganization make a small contribution 
to a common fund from the proceeds 
of which at the next Annual Game Con- 
vention, a check be handed Mr. Cunn- 
ingham as a common symbol that, as 
he steps out of the harness, he will do 


so infull realization that all he did for 
us while in that harness was keenly ap- 
preciated. 

I am asking that one of the Game 
Clubs, Williams Lake, Quesnel, Van- 
couver Island, Peace River - it mat- 
ters not which - immediately take this 
up, start the ball rolling. If the B.C. 


Registered Trappers could manage the 
mechanics of the matter itself then we 
would be proud to do so. Owing to en- 
vironment under which we live - in- 
frequent mails, etc. etc. - we cannot. 
I do though promise that if some in 
town or village will take the matter 
up, circularize all such organizations 
with the intent and purpose of this en- 
deavour, one of the first contributions 
received willbe from the B.C. Regis- 
tered Trappers Association. 

Will one of these Game Associa- 
tions take the matter up at once? The 
time and place for such presentation 
should be at the next Annual Game Con- 
vention wherever and whenever it might 
be held. Tempus fugit! Timing is of 
the essence. Willone of the Game As- 
sociations act at once? Thank you. 


Eric Collier Meldrum Creek,B.C. 
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Sweet 


Caporaa @ 


VANDE 


VANDERHOOF -to some, the word 
is insignificent. To others,it meansthe 
world in which they live. To me, its 
just plain home. I wouldn’t trade Van- 
derhoof for amillion shining shekels, 
because Vanderhoof belongsto me and 
to 800 other young hopefuls. It is our 
heritage. Itis a place we are proud to 
call our hometown. The handful of old- 
timers who hacked their way through 
the wilderness some fifty odd years 
ago must have known that someday, 
someone would thank them for their 
efforts. I’m doing it now, and a mill- 
ion people willdo it long after the dai- 
sies are eight deep above me. Thanks 
tothose pioneers with foresight, we of 
this generation have a solid ground on 
which to stand and a brightly shining 
future to look forward to. 
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RHOOF - TODAY 


By RUTH MARIE HALLOK 


Once upon a time, long,long ago 
there lived,in a beautiful location call- 
ed the Nechako Valley, a whole shootin’ 
match of moose,deer, wolves,bear and 
rabbits. Today, inthe same lovely spot 
live a happy thousand people. They have 
gathered at the river, in a hustling, 
bustling town known to all as Vander- 
hoof. They have in ten years’ time in- 
creased their population by five hun- 
dred, which is a record for any small 
town. This does not include the hund- 
reds of fortune-hunting wanderers who 
on passing through, could not resist the 
temptation totarry for six months. The 
people of Vanderhoof have every mod- 
ern phase of everyday living at their 
fingretips.Everything,that is,with the 
exception of television and steam baths 
Sometimes the Board of Trade meet- 
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ings get hot enough to supply the latter 
if the need presents itself. 

In the past two years, Vanderhoof 
has added twenty new establishments 
toits business directory and the rec- 
onstruction and renovation of oldtime 
businesses is overwhelming. The pic- 
tures shown with these articles will 
show the tremendous change time has 
wrought. Gone from the main street 
are the smooth worn hitching posts. 
Gone from the stores are the smelly, 
sputtering coal oil lamps.Intheir stead 
are bright patterns of neon gaily blink- 
ing their messages. All these things 
have changed, and many more. 

Standing now onacorner which was 
long bare is the new Federal Building 
which cost over a quarter of a million 
dollars to build. Its doors were opened 


in Marchof 1953. This building houses 
the telephone exchange, the  post- 
office,the R.C.M.P. offices and jail, 
the Indian Department offices and three 
modern apartments for the R.C.M.P. 
staff and the building superintendent. 
This great two-story building is in- 
deed a tribute to those men whose 
tireless efforts finally saw a dream 
materialize. This tremendous struc- 
ture has done much to improve the 
things in life that matter.The telephone 
operators are no longer cranky for they 
work in clean comfortable quarters, 
with new improved equipment. The 
Vanderhoof wives are no longer cran- 
ky for they know that atrip to the post- 
office no longer means packing a lunch 
anda sleeping bag.There’s room for a 
three-ring circus in the new post- 
office. Of course if you’re caught spee- 
ding you needn’t worry too much, for 
five dollars andcosts is stillfive dol- 
lars and costs regardless of the env- 
ironment in which you pay it. Neverthe- 
less it’s nice to walk into the new 
R.C.M.P. office, spread your elbows 
on the big shiny counter and lay a 
charge against the neighbor’s dog for 
keeping you awake nights. 


The beautiful NechakoRiver valley. Vanderhoof 
is just out of the range of the photo at right. 


WILLIAMS LAKE 


“EVERYTHING” 
FOR THE MEN 


Home of ‘“‘STETSON” Hats ~ 


Not to be overshadowed by the Fed- 
real building, is the tall and stately 
Provincial Building. This structure 
cost approximately $68,000.00 to 
build and houses the Provincial Gov- 
ernment offices. Included inside the 
building are the offices of the first 
sub-government agent Vanderhoof ever 
had. This newly installed. government 
facility is something we have long a- 
waited and thus greeted with open 
arms. Bythat, Imeanthe conveniences 
of the government agency and not the 
gentleman himself. After all, his wife 
and I are on friendly terms! 

We have in Vanderhoof, two of the 
finest doctors in BritishColumbia. Dr. 
A. W. Mooney and Dr. C. E. McDonnell 
are both surgeons and general pra- 
ctitioners. After residing here only a 
short while Dr. Mooney saw the press- 
ing need for improved medical serv- 
ices and it was solely due to his efforts 
that the Omineca Medical Dental Buil- 
ding came to be. This new building has 
every modern facility for treating the 
ill. It has a large waiting room, a re- 
ceptionist’s office, two large examin- 
ing rooms‘and aminor surgery portion. 
In addition it has the dental offices of 


Dr. A. Amundsen, Vanderhoof’s first 
dentist. Dr. Amundsen recently moved 
here from Alberta and I don’t suppose 
the man has seena closed mouth since 
he arrived. Twice monthly we recieve 
the services of a topnotch Prince 
George optometrist, as well as a vis- 
iting physiotherapist, both working 


through the facilities of the Medical 
Dental Building. 


Also housed in this 


GROCERIES, DRYGOODS, CONFECTIONERY 
"SHELL" Gas & Oi] - Post Office 


SODA CREEK, BRITISH COLUMBIA 


WILLIAMS LAKE, B.C. 


MAPLE LEAF HOTEL we 
Fully Licensed 


(B.J. ‘‘Benny'’ Abbott) 
PHONE 25 - WILLIAMS LAKE,BC 


HODGSON BROTHERS 


Chilcotin Mail,Freight & = 
& Passenger*Service. TR 2 


WILLIAMS LAKE -- ANAHIM LAKE 
Head Office: Williams Lake, B.C. 


‘Hunting, 


LAKE HARDWARE Fishing & 
LIMITED ca) 


George and Boyd Halfnights, Props. yD: 


The Store Where Quality Rules mS S 
GENERAL HARDWARE porting 
Equipment 


LAKEVIEW HOTEL 


DINING ROOM, Comfortable Rooms, COFFEE SHOP 


ak 
RANCH HOTEL 


MOST MODERN ROOMS IN THE CARIBOO 
— FULLY LICENSED 
- Jointly Operated By Lakeview Hotels Ltd - 


BILL‘S WELDING,\', 
& MACHINE SHOP = 


MALL Power Saw Sales & Service; N 
LATHE WORK - WELDING a: 
FABRICATING — 


Z 
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LIGNUM LTD. 


WILLIAMS LAKE, B,C, 


QUESNEL SAWMILLS LTD. 


QUESNEL, B.C. 


LUMBER MANUFACTURERS 


Rough and Dressed Fir and Spruce Lumber 


Head Office: 


717 West Pender St 


VANCOUVER, B.C. 
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WINGER & SON 


Stone & Bricklaying Specialists 
BRONZE & MARBLE MONUMENTAL WORKS 


Watts Bakery 


FINEST QUALITY BREAD, 
CAKES AND PASTRIES 


QUESNEL LAUNDRY 
& DRY CLEANERS LTD. 


FAST SERVICE 
““We Prepay Returns”’ 


COMPLETE 
BUSINESS SERVICE 


Public Stenographer 


COLLECTIONS, CREDIT RATINGS, ETC. 


STELLA MacGOWAN Business Services 


Hill Meat Market 
Specializing In: 
T-BONE STEAKS 


Quality Fresh & Cured Meats and Fish. 
Canned Meats 


PROPANE 
Cook The Modan Way 


"Don't wear out your Truck or Power Unit 
battery this winter - Let us install a Gas 
Block Heater - Summer starting in 40 below" 


oso PARKINSON ELECTRIC , 75-5 


1080 179-R-3 


LYNN L. HILL 


Good Food — Good Service 
“Your BEST Place To Eat” 


P.L. Siemens 
genuetny 


Papen CS 
yam 


Jeweller 
DIAMONDS - WATCHES 
SILVERWARE 
Exclusive Lines - Cyma, Gruen, Elgin 


The TRAVELLERS’ REST 


Comfortable Rooms By The Day Week Or Month 
In The Heart Of Town 


Wangs Mens’ Wear 


‘*Everything A Man Wears”’ 
Quality Work And Dress Clothes 
- Footwear 


FERG USON ELECTRIC 
Authorized Canadian c 


GENERAL ELECTRIC 
Motor Apparatus & Appliance ¢ 
Dealer 


> 
Electric Planer Mill Installations 


COMMERCIAL & INDUSTRIAL WIRING 
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Twenty-three years of progress on the part of garage 
operator Ernie Philpott is well illustrated in these 2 


photos (above and below), 


building are the offices of the Public 
Health Nurse who holds clinics through- 
out the area once a week. In the base- 
ment are the attractive living quarters 
of Dr. Mooney and his family of seven. 
So you can see our Dr.Mooney is a very 
busy man. However, over and above all 
these amazing accomplishments he 
still makes the time to cover efficiently 


British Columbia's only interior grain elevator (out- 


was built at Vanderhoof in 


side the Peace River 
Wane was 250,000 bushels, 


1936, 1953 grain pro 


his duties as a Village Commissioner. 
A human dynamo - that’s what he is! 
The St. John Hospitalis unsurpass- 
ed in medical and surgical facilities. 
Itis athirty-bed hospital and has been 
known to look after forty-seven when 
the ‘‘moon is full’’. (That’s the time 
When Vanderhoof’s population increas- 
esin leaps and bounds, in case you’re 


The St, 


John (R.C, ) hospital at Vanderhoof, 


WATCH REPAIRS 


___ ONE WEI WEEK MAIL ORDER SERVICE 


Men's Watches In Distinctive Modem Designs 


* A REAL WATCH FOR 
@ FARMERS Inca-Block Shock Absorber 
@ LOGGEES Sweep Second Hand 
@® TRUCK DRIVERS Anti-Magnetic 
@ SPORTSMEN illuminated Dial and Hands 


Gold-Filled, 17 Jewel, Inca Block, ...$42, 50 
FOR THE LADIES 

Gold-Filled, 17 Jewel, Inca Block. ...$29,.95 

5 Year Factory Guar, - ShippedBy MailC,O, D, 


AVENUE JEWELLERS 


QUESNEL, BRITISH COLUMBIA 


This girl appears to have no fear of the moose 
which ede red into the streets of Vanderhoof 
last winter - it happens almost every winter. 


wondering. ) Words haven’t been inv- 
ented to describe the wonderful Sisters 
and the tremendous job they do at St. 
John. This hospital is fully equipped 
for anytype of major surgery and has 
complete X-ray equipment also. The 
maternity end of the operation is first 
class. There is a bright nursery dir- 
ectly adjoining a thoroughly modern 
delivery room. A fifteen hundred dollar 
maternity table was recently added to 
the present facilities through the eff- 
orts of the Vanderhoof Kinette Club.I 
went up with a group of twenty women al (1) The Vanderhoof Hotel, 
to watch the Sister Superior demons- (2) Nechako Motors 
trate how the newtable works. Frankly 
there are so many wheels and buttons 
and levers to operate one would ass- 
ume that nurses must learn mechanics 
before going into maternity duty. This 
hospitalis a credit to the community. 
It’s more than that - it’s a haven for 
the sick and maimed. Without St. John , 
we in Vanderhoof just couldn’t survive. 

Work is starting now ona half-mil- 
ion dollar school expansion program. 
Our children have increased beyond 
our greatest expectations. At the mom- 
ent we have schoolchildren in the Om- 
ineca Recreational Center, the Kins- 
men Halland a small pre-fab building 
onthe schoolgrounds. This huge school 
expansion is another long-awaited need 
come to life. The constant fear is that 
intenmore years even these new fac- 
ilities will be inadequate. 

Vanderhoof is served by the Cana- 
dian National Railway. We have two 
trains daily except Monday and numer - 
ous freights are eternally breaking the 
still air with a mournful whistle of 
warning. We holdgreat hope for a new Lemees i. et 
station and surveying engineers have 7 ee fe 
been in to make estimates on the cost / 
of such an expenditure. The present 
station is not nearly large enough to 
accommodate the daily increasing ex- 
press shipments and traffic in general. 
A recently completed spur has done 
much to speed up service on lumber 
and produce shipments. 

A modern dairy serves the com- 


(3) The town's first store - since replaced and aug- 
mented by such buildings as Taylor Brothers( 4) 
and the Vanderhoof Co-op. (5) and others. 


QUESNEL, B.C. 


BRIDGE SERVICE LTD. 


THE BIGGEST STOCK OF "AUSTIN" PARTS 
IN THE CARIBOO 
Open Every Night Till MIDNIGHT 
and All Day Sunday 


WADE TRANSPORT 


SCHEDULED SERVICE 
Between 
QUESNEL 


and PRINCE GEORGE, B.C. 


F.B. BASS LTD. 


TAYLOR BROS HARDWARE 


Williams Lake & Quesnel, B.C. 


SERVING THE CARIBOO 
IN 


GENERAL INSURANCE 


JENGA Di UT 


QUESNEL, B.C. 


Eugene English 


BLACKSMITHING 
WELDING - PORTABLE EQUIPMENT: 
ALL KINDS REPAIRS (eee 


““Catenpillan a Repairs 


A COMPLETE LINE 
OF GROCERIES, FRUITS, VEGETABLES 


- Clothiers For The Whole Family - 


DEFIANCE LUMBER 
| & SALES CO. LTD. 


LUMBER MANUFACTURERS 
Specializing In Western White Spruce 
QUESNEL, B.C. id 
“7 en Sa ares 
e: 175 East 2nd. - Vancouver, B.C.5 


« 


Head Offic 


Bank Service Station 
Complete Lubrication 


Seruice 
Steam Cleaning 


- WASHING - POLISHING 


“Jeff McDonald" 
-Your Friendly Deale r- 


PIONEER GRILL 4G" 


(Vi Buckle) 
Specialfzing In Fish & Chips 
Short Orders - Ice Cream - Tobaccos 


As inall central interior towns, lum- 
bering forms a substantial part of the 
economy. Vanderhoof’s three planer- 
mills, Vanderhoof Lumber Co.,Parks 
Brothers Ltd. and Martens Mills (top 
to bottom) produce about 30 million f. 
b.m. annually. Chief market it eastern 
Canada and the U.S.A. 


The Coffee Shop 


- Joan & Justin - 


Member - Canadian Restaurant Association 
- Your Good Food Host - From Coast To Coast - 


Quesnel’s Largest Small Restaurant 


AIR CONDITIONED 
Adjoining Bus Depot CUESNEL, B.C. 


JOHNSTON BROS. GARAGE 
General Motor Products 


IMPERIAL OIL DEALER GOODYEAR TIRES 
Complete Automotive Seruice : 
PAINT And BODY SHOP aos ht IE in 
Ne Z 4 


; Sa, & we ~ 
QUESNEL. B.C. = fa gered ; 


THE ONLY MOBILE UNIT FOR 


WINTER & SUMMER 
OPERATIONS _ 


Vanderhoof's new Canadian Bank of Commerce 
building is designed in the modern manner, 


USED FOR @ POSTAL SERVICE 
) @ AMBULANCE @ WINTER BUSES 
' @ DOCTORS = @ PROSPECTORS 
@ FISHING @ PUBLIC UTILITIES 
@ SCHOOL. BUSES 


FOR 
COMPLETE 
INFORMATION 
WRITE 


1953 was a peak building year in Vanderhoof (over 
eae 00, including the new Provincial Gov't, 
buil 


g above and the new Federal Bldg, » below. PH. 892761, HANGAR 16, MUNICIPAL AIRPORT, EDMONTON, ALBERTA 


Fr 


JOHN A. FRASER & CO. LTD.| 


Established in Quesnel, B.C. for 57 Years 


Quality Merchandise 
LADIES’ MENS’ & KIDDIES’ WEAR 


CARSON AVE. QUESNEL, B.C. 


munity with every type of milk and 
cream. The milk is taken from local 
farms and pasteurised, for daily del- 
ivery to Vanderhoof residents. Situ- 
ated in one of our newer suberbs, the 
Nechako Dairy is a tremendous asset 
to the whole district. 
Our water supply comesfrom an 

ever flowing artesian well and a rec- 
ently completed water system is bring- 


SBLECTED: PRODUCE 


DELNOR FROZEN FOODS 


FRONT ST. QUESNEL, B.C. 


ingthis pure H20 toeveryhome with- 
in the town limits.Four rooms and a 

path have become four rooms and bath 
and we of Vanderhoof are really living! 

Last year our paved streets were piled 
high with muck and mire as a result of 
the digging and laying of pipe. Next year 
we’ll realise the import of those very 
mounds of muck and mire. Next year 
we’ll have forgotten how to prime a 
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CUSTOM PROCESSING & FREEZING OF 
WILD GAME & STOCK - COLD STORAGE LOCKERS 
WHOLESALE & RETAIL MEATS - FISH - POULTRY 


QUESNEL PACKING CO. LTD 


REID STREET QUESNEL,B.C, 


& Authorized Agent: 
““FRANKLIN’”’ 
“; Veterinary Products 


pump, how to heat water for the Sat- 

urday night dunk and how to sneak out 

tothe** wee hoose amaing the heather’’ 
when it’s time todo the supper dishes! 
The clear pure water flowing through 
those big veins, eight feet under the 
earth will have become a _ part of our 
everyday living. 

We have in Vanderhoof a Voluntary 
Fire Department and what a job they 
do!They’re on call twenty four hours 
every day. They hear the siren in the 
deep of night, be it sixty below or ninety 
above and suddeny they are there on 
the big red firetruck with its up-to-date 
equipment. Even more suddenly, the 
smoke clears and you still havea 
house. These men are from every walk 
of life and they have trained themselves 
for this all-important phase of com- 
munity living. Indeed we have a fire 


WILLIS - HARPER HARDWARE 


QUESNEL, 


BRITISH COLUMBIA 


“Ginst With The Best” 


* HARDWARE 
*& CHINAWARE 


* SPORTING GOODS 
*% FURNITURE 


** Modern Rest Rooms For Your Convenience ** 


Malmaquist & Vaupel 


LIMITED 


GENERAL CONTRACTORS 
SPECIALIZING IN : HOMES, BUSINESS & INDUSTRIAL CONSTRUCTION 


KEEN’S STORES LTD. 


GROCERIES 
FRUIT & VEGETABLES - ICE CREAM 


FROZEN FOODS 
P. O. Box 550 
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QUESNEL, B.C. 


SWIFT RIVER DREDGING Co. Ltd. 
and 
YORSTON CONSTRUCTION Co. Ltd. 


* 


General Contractors 


MEN’S SHOP 
FASHION CRAFT CLOTHES 


BOOTS & SHOES 
Tel. 44-R-3 


_ QUESNEL, B.C. 


An example of the modern type of home 
being built in Vanderhoof and district, 
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r ishing in the Vanderhoof area is well-nigh 


unsurpassable and attracts hundreds of fish- 
ermen from all over the continent every year, 


WEST SIDE PLUMBING 
G&G HEATING <2 


EVERYTHING IN HOME & 
COMMERCIAL PLUMBING 
& HEATING 


“LENNOX! Warm Air Heat Systems 


Se Je 


genie 


- Complete Automotive Service - 
Art Stokes QUESNEL, B,C, Earl Robertson 


MARSH TRANSFER 


GENERAL HAULING 4% 
SAND and GRAVEL? 


PHONES: Office 3-R-2 Home 42-R-4 . 


Properties & Businesses 


ENQUIRIES INVITED 


The Heart of the Dealing In: 
Cariboo Q U E Central British Columbia 
. 9 


A.L. MILLS & COMPANY LTD. 


Real Estate Specialists 


P.O. Box 856 QUESNEL, BRITISH COLUMBIA Phone 26-R-5 


department of which we are well proud. 
An affilliate organization of thefire 
department is the Fireman’s Band. 
Thisis a fourteen piece band, and be- 
lieve me, the best band in the north. 
They play at all the local public func- 
tions. The fireman’s Band and Volun- 
tary Fire Department together are 
working towards the height of their 
aspirations - a modern firehall and 
new firefighting equipment. They are 
also starting operations in Civil De- 
fense work. 

Vanderhoof has a wonderfulcom- 
munity spirit. There’s always some- 
thing happening in the entertainment 
line. During the summer we have abase- 
ball team in full swing and during the 
winter the hockey fans come into their 
own. It’s possible that this winter we 
will be forced to relinquish our ice- 
activities in order that the new cov- 
ered arena can be completed. The un- 
tiring efforts of a small group called 
the V nderhoof Memorial Society have 
finally been rewarded and the winter 
of ’54 and 755 will present hockey, 
public skating and curling. Not however 
onthe cold,windy, openrink, but rather 
in a covered and comfortable arena. 

The many clubs and organizations 
in the town are perpetually sponsoring 
different public functions which the 
people clamor for. Some of these are 
the Fireman’s Talent Night, the Hockey 
Club’s Klondike Night, the Kinette’s 
Kabaret and Fashion Show, the Kins- 
men’s Stampede, the Teentowner’s 
Sadie Hawkins Night, the Board of 
Trade’s Frontier Jamboree and many 
others. There is a great amount of 
time and effort put into every one of 
these affairs andthey are always suc- 
cessful ventures. Perhaps that’s be- 
cause .Vanderhoofians pull together 
like a good team of plowhorses. We 
still have that much of the oldtimers 


yy " $ 2 ay E o wha crn “el b+, 
Vanderhoof is the one town in the interior of B.C.(apart from Dawson Creek) 
which can boast of having a grain elevator, and this photo of a bumper wheat 
crop on the Samuels Brothers farm north of town adequately illustrates why 
it is necessary. This photo was taken years ago before the advent of modern 
machinery. Below: welcoming group of townspeople greet arrival of first Cen- 
tral B.C. Airways plane upon innauguration of east-west service in June 195]. 
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BEATH MOTORS LTD. 


FORD Sales & Service 


Body and Fender Repairs, General Overhauling 
Wrecker Service, Firestone Tires 
“McCulloch’! Chain Saws 
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GASOLINE & LUBRICANTS 
TELEPHONE 27 QUESNEL, B.C., FOR PROMPT SERVICE 
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left in us. 

Vanderhoof accommodates many 
weary travellers through the facilities 
of two modern hotels and three auto 
courts. There are five cafes inopera- 
tion in the town.A huge new liquor store 
manages to keep our thirst down to a 
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The numbered photos on this and the 
opposite page,and on preceding pages, 
of businesses new and old, big and 
small,well-housed and poorly housed, 
will give the reader some idea of the 
development of the town of Vanderhoof 
since the first store was built south 
of the tracks 40 years ago (see photo 
page 17). Like all interior towns it is 
still suffering from growing pains.... 


(1) Omineca Medical & Dental Clinic 

(2) Hawker's Super-Value 

(3) Strand & Nelson Construction dump truck 
(4) Vanderhoof Bakery (former post office bldg. ) 
(5) Main Street with Reo Theatre at right, 
(6) Sunnyslope Acres Auto Camp 

(7) Mac's Place (1 mile west of town) 

(8) Modern Food Market 

(9) Vanderhoof Department Store 

(10) Vanderhoof Machining & Welding 

(11) Headway Taxi & Lunch 

(12) A & M Food Market 


minimum. 

The town is served by a weekly 
newspaper, the Nechako Chronicle. 
This paper is owned and edited by Nor- 
manE. Kerr whocame here from New 
York some ten years ago. The Chron- 
icle is looked forward to each week, 
for like all small towns, if you don’t 
get the news via the grapevine you’re 
certain to get it in the paper. 

Our power is supplied by the British 
Columbia Power Commission and in 
the eight yearsthey have been situated 
here they have some wonderful accom- 
accomplishments to their credit. The 
Commission has brought electricity to 
the outlying farm districts where power 
isamust. All streets are well-lighted 
and two of the three large planer mills 
operate on power produced at the local 
plant. 

So far I’ve spoken of Vanderhoof 
and said nothing about its surrounding 
district. The district adjacent to the 
towmf Vanderhoof is of vast import- 
ance tothe whole area. In fact it is the 
whole area. To the west we have Engen, 
Fort Fraser, Fraser Lake, and Endako. 
All these towns contribute a greatdeal 
to the welfare of the Nechako Valley. 
They produce considerable lumber and 
farm goods and they join with us in 
voicing any opinion of great import- 
tance. The north road leads to Fort St. 
James where the first Hudson’s Bay 
Post still stands and from where one 
can go onto Manson Creek, Germanson 
Landing and the vast mineral resour - 
ces of the Northland. Upin this area is 
theC.M.&S. ghost town, Pinchi Lake, 
which, during war years, was operating 
at full tilt. Rumours have circulated 
for months that Pinchi will soon re- 


open but I cannot dig up anything too 
definite. One thing is certain - nowhere 
in the whole of the British Empire is 
there a mercury mine as productive 

as Pinchi Lake. Southof Vanderhoof is 
the roadthat takes tourists and locals 
to the Lakes District where some of 
the finest farms in the valley are loc- 
ated. Also in this area are the happy 
hunting and fishing grounds ‘of which 
we are so proud. Further alongthe way 
is Rich Hobson’s Rimrock Ranch and 
still further along the way is Alcan’s 
mighty Kenney Dam. To the east we 
have Mapes, Hulatt and Finmore all of 
which are lumber and farming dis- 

tricts. 

Now I know you'll wonder where we 
get our money. You must have noticed 
the word lumber several times - well 
that’s the word! There are approxim- 
ately 6, 109, 850 boardfeet of lumber., 
and 51, 000 ties produced in this area. 
in an average year. The immediate 
Vanderhoof vicinity has 47 sawmills 
and three large planer mills in oper- 
ation. The future promises the advent 
of a sash and door factory as well. 
LLumbering is not our only means of 
livelihood however, for farming runs it 
a close second. Our Co-op Elevator 
is the only grain elevator between Ed- 
monton and Prince Rupert. The Nech- 
ako Valley is one of the most fertile 
valleys inB. C. We have wheat farms, 
cattle ranches and just plain vegetable 
farms. Because of our early frost, 
fruit does not thrive in the area. The 
Prairiedale, Braeside and Chilco dis- 
tricts are heavy producers of all farm 
products. The whole valley is rich in 
its production potentialities. 

Mining is third in the running and 
most of it is done far to the north. 

Tourist Trade is another means of 
making money. We get lots of hunters 
and fishermen and just plain miser- 
able people who are striving tb get a- 
way from it all. There are moose and 
deer up here that we haven’t even 
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counted yet, plenty of bear, wolves and 
the odd cougar. The fish are as big as 
whales and we just don’t have any mos- 
quitoes or blackflies - endof joke! 

That’s it! Myheart goes out to all 
those unfortunates who live elsewhere. 
You can have Paris, London and New 
York. Ill take Vanderhoof - because 
like I said, it?s home to me. In fact it’s 
home to anyone who steps inside its 
boundaries. Come up and see us some 
time. You’ll love it too! 


(1) D &€L Service (Vanderhoof's newest) 
(2) Vanderhoof Hardware 

(3) Imperial Oil Agents 

(4) Earl's Taxi 

(5) Home Oil Distributors Ltd. 

(6) Northside Service & General Store 

(7) Manson's Jewellery & The Silver Grill 
(8) Shell Oil Co. of Canada Ltd, 

(9) Log Cabin Auto Coart 

(10) Buster's Service 

(11) Geo, Ogston Realty & Insurance 

(12) Main Street with Rexall Drugs at left. 


Mother's Hero 


By G.A. BROWN 


THE STORAGE RATES being on 
the up-and-up, I am no longer able to 
pay mine; and so, with my landlady’s 
consent, I had my things brought to this 
one room (with kitchen privileges) 
which I rent. 

It was bedlam in my room for about 
a couple of weeks after the things ar- 
rived. Not that I had any large furni- 
ture; but I had to sort into piles what 
I thought was saleable. I had some be- 
loved pictures to hang, and various 
knick-knacks to find places for. It 
wouldn’t seem much of a job to some 
people, I suppose, but when you con- 
sider that I rent only one room in a 
small suite you can readily understand 
that I can’t allow the bedlam to last too 
long, or allow too much dust to gather 
around the edges of the holocaust. 

Many old friends came to light 
when I dived into the large packing 
case; and it was a joy, indeed, to find a 
scrap book that belonged to my mother. 


A few years before she died we had, in 
a fervour of industry, pasted in some 
of the collection she had; but our en- 
thusiasm soon petered out, and I found 
a fund of odd bits — weddings, obitu- 
aries, data of pioneer days — you know 
the kind of things one collects — lying 
loose in the book. 

As soon as the chaotic state of my 
room had settled into something resem- 
bling order, I began on the scrap book. 
I’m afraid the tears came to my eyes 
many times, especially when I read 
some of Mother’s recollections of the 
old days in New Westminster. She had 
come out to British Columbia in 1860 
when just a wee girl, with her mother, 
brother and sisters, her father having 
preceeded the family by two years; and 
many were the tales she told us of the 
early days of the then infant city of 
New Westminster. 

But I do not remember ever hearing 
one which she relates in her recollec- 
tions found in the scrap book, one 
which took my fancy immediately. 
There is a footnote at the end of this 
story she tells which says that the in- 
cident is recorded in a book called 
‘‘Overlanders of ’62’’, or some such 
name, by a man called Wade, but I’m 
sure it was not told as Mother relates 


it. Here it is:— 

“‘T like to remember some of the 
things that happened when I was a lit- 
tle girl taken to live in a strange, new 
place. I had a hero then, a Mr. John 
Robson, who later became Premier. My 
adoration may have been strengthened 
by the fact that one day when I was 
running to school Mr. Robson stopped 
me and said, ‘Katie, what is your 
favourite subject?’ 

“Oh, geography,’’ I replied. 

‘‘Well, then,’’ Mr. Robson said, 
“I’m giving a prize for geography at 
the examination—and see that you get 
it.’ I got it all right.’’ 

Mr. Robson, my mother writes, 
came to New Westminster about ’58 or 
’59, and in ’61 started the first news- 
paper in New Westminster — The 
British Columbian. Before that he had 
worked on the roads like so many 
others who found hunting for gold a 
failure... 

‘“‘T used to think Mr. John Robson 
the finest man ever; and I remember 
well his being sent to goal for contempt 
of court. The British Columbian pub- 
lished a letter signed by ‘A’ — the 
writer being Rev. Arthur Browning, 
Magistrate and Methodist pastor at 
Quesnel. The letter suggested that 
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Judge Begbie had received a gift of 
twenty acres of land at Cottonwood, 
from one Moreland, and later had re- 
versed the Magistrate’s order and dir- 
ected that a certificate of improvement 
be issued to Moreland for the full 
quarter-section. 

‘At the opening of the Court As- 
sizes at New Westminster Judge Beg- 
bie ordered Mr. Robson to appear be- 
for him and show cause why he should 
not be sent to goal for publishing such 
a letter. Mr. Robson said he was una- 
ware of the fact himself, and that his 
assistant was not accessible, but if the 
implied charge were untrue he regret- 
ted having published the letter. Judge 
Begbie took exception to the ‘if’ as 
suggestive of doubt, whereupon Mr. 
Robson replied that in view of his im- 
perfect knowledge he could only offer 
a conditional apology. The Judge then 
sentenced him to five days in goal. A 
public meeting was called at once, and 
resolutions passed supporting Mr. Rob- 
son and condemning Judge Begbie. 
They later called for an investigation 


Banshees - 


By E. HICKLING 


STRANGE HOW MY memory goes 
back to those half forgotten happenings 
of my early childhood, and stranger 
still how the more amusing things 
come to the fore to cheer me. 

It was about ’28 or ’29, just before 
Christmas, in our log house on the old 
homestead. Our nearest neighbour was 
three milesawayover the mountain and 
the next nearest about six miles in the 
opposite direction. As usual a group had 
gathered at our place for Christmas, a 
four or five day celebration with much 
eating and playing games. I really don’t 
remember much of what went on but 
one night in particular stands out very 
clear. 

Mother had told me that I must 
sleep with her and Dad so Sis could 
have my bed so the three big girls could 
have her bed. Six of the boys were try- 
ing to figure how they could sleep in 
one bed. My two brothers had rigged a 
bed on the floor and the whole place 
was in an uproar. 

While Mom was finishing mixing 
the home made yeast she kept telling 
me to get to bed. She finished mixing 
the yeast, put it in a sealer on the table 
and wrapped a towel around it to keep 
i oe freezing, then hustled me off to 

ed. 

Gradually the house grew quiet and 
I was almost asleep when the silence 
was shattered by an ear piercing 
Scream. There was absolute quiet for 
one moment, then an uproar of voices. 
““My God, what was that?’’ ‘“Was that 
you,’’ from Mom and a dozen other ex- 


from public officials of B.C. At the 
close of the meeting they marched in a 
body to the goal, giving cheers for Mr. 
Robson and groans for Judge Begbie. 
After five days Mr. Robson was re- 
leased. I was terribly excited about it 
and full of righteous indignation for my 
hero, as was the whole of the small 
population. 

“T think Mr. Robson must have put 
on weight during those five days, judg- 
ing from the number of pies and cakes 
and other delicacies made by the wives 
of the sympathetic citizens and smug- 
gled in to him. I remember I was al- 
lowed to carry a pie as far as a certain 
corner, where I was ordered back home. 

“‘As I grew older I thought differ- 
ently about things, and could see Judge 
Begbie’s side of the affair. But it was 
a thrilling thing to happen to a little 
girl’s hero.’’ 

This was one of the numerous in- 
cidents that played its part in the an- 
nals of pioneer days in New Westmin- 
ster. 


clamations. Then Ralph’s quiet ‘‘I’ll 
get IT.’’ The next thing I saw was 
Ralph, a candle in one hand and a .45 
in the other come walking into the room 
in his shirt tails. He had just got into 
the room when one of the boys called, 
‘It’s out here, I can see its eyes glow.”’ 
Ralph turned to the door and the 
scream came again, louder than before. 
The candle went out. Ralph landed in 
the middle of our bed and tryed to get 
under the blankets. Pandamonium 
reigned in the rest of the house as des- 
parate people scrambled for safety. 

Everyone was up, lamps were lit 
and the whole house was searched but 
nothing was found. Finally, about three 
a.m. we settled down to a fitful sleep. 

I awoke the next morning to hear 
Mom saying that her yeast had got out 
of the sealer somehow and had run all 
over the table. We talked about ghosts 
and banshees for a long time but to this 
day none of us has dared to blame those 
terrible screams on Mom’s tightly bot- 
tled yeast. 


PIONEER GRILL &i* 


(Charlie Buckle) 
Specializing In FISH & CHIPS & OYSTERS 
Short Orders and Orders To Take Out 


0 7D. 
~~ CaF 


SMITH & CO. 

eK > HARDWARE 

_ Quesnel’s Leading Dealersj@ 

In Hunting, Fishing and , 
Camping Supplies. ss 


Sporting Goods - Souvenirs 


Cariboo Hotel 


IVOR & BILLIE MacGREGOR 


area 
QUESNEL, B.C. 


FRASER VIEW SERVICE 


- Complete Automotive Service - 
B-A OIL PRODUCTS 
Corner of Front Street and Barlow Avenue 


QUESNEL PLUMBIN 

& HEATING Co. "  ~# 

LIMITED EJ ‘ ad 
Guaranteed a 7 


wy ol 


Matheson & Hamel 
BUILDING CONTRACTORS 
(Formerly PUNT & BENTHAM) 

% NEW BUIDINGS 
% ALTERATIONS os hg , 
REPAIRS JEG Fe 


ESTIMATES UPON REQUEST 


Winder Realty & ““%. 
as. 
Insurance Agenciess ts 


CATTLE RANCHES, FARMS, DAIRIES, HUNTING 
LODGES, HOTELS, HOMES and BUSINESS 


OPPORTUNITIES 
QUESNEL BRITISH COLUMBIA 
HEART OF THE CARIBOO GAME COUNTRY 


Small Lathe Work and Precision 
Repairs to Generators, Magnetos ¢ 
Starters, Lighting, Pumping and 
Refrigeration Plants, Small Mo- 
tors and Electrical Equipment, 


LIGHTING, PUMPING & REFRIGERATION SALES 


Anderson Precision Repairs 


J. ANDERSON QUESNEL,B, C. 


Ow. 


PAGE 25 


7 


"DO YOU KNOW RHAPSODY IN BLUE?" 


v 
A low neckline is about the only thing a man 
will approve of and look down on at the same 
time. 


QUESNEL, B.C. 


McLEOD RIVER - STORAGE 


Local and Long Distance Hauling 
Furniture Crated and Stored 
SHIPPED ANYWHERE IN b.C. 


SMITH TRANSFER 


PHONE 16-R-3 QUESNEL, B.C, BOX 108 


Cariboo Hotel 


IVOR & BILLIE MacGREGOR 


rae 
QUESNEL, B.C. 


tral Stages 


TAXI and TOURS 
CHARTER TRIPS TO ANY POINT IN B,C, 
Quesnel, B.C. 


THE SMARTEST 


LITTLE SHOP IN TOWN 
* WHERE YOUR $$$ GO FURTHER * 


MODEL CLEANERS 


DRY CLEANING and TAILORING 
ALTERATIONS & REPAIRS 


ALL GARMENTS COVERED BY 
INSURANCE WHILE IN OUR CARE 


PAGE 26 


It seems two drunks were wandering along the 
railroad track. 
“These are the longest shtairs I ever saw.” 
“Yesh," said the second one, “But it’s these 
low handrails that get me.” 


Then there was the one about the man who en- 
tered a neighborhood pool hall with a piece of 
paper in his hand and said: “This is a list of all 
the men I can whip.” 

“Is my name on there?” asked a husky, broad- 
shouldered truck driver. 


Dink 

“Well, you can't whip me.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Darn right I'M sure.” 

“Very well,” replied the man, “I'll take your 
name off the list.” 
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"THIS TIME, TRY HITTING BACK" 
- 


Aunt Mandy had just given birth to her six- 
teenth child. A rather prim young social 
worker was remonstrating with her over the 
size of her family in relation to her economic 
status. Aunt Mandy was having none of it. 
“Yes ma’am, ah understands,” said Aunt 
Mandy, “But that birth control is all right for 
you single folk . . . Ise married.” 
v 

The only reason most American families 
don’t own an elephant is because they have 
never been offered one for a dollar down and 
a dollar a week. 


- 
Cy Ledger of our local CLARION was talking 
advertising down to Russell's Feed Store. "Show 
me one order advertising's put on my books,” 
says Andy Russell. Cy thinks it over a bit, then 
says, “Andy, it’s like this: you ever see a load 
of hay that was put in the barn by the sun?” 


"GOOD MORNING CHILDREN - HERE WE ARE 
ONCE AGAIN WITH OUR SCHOOL OF THE AIR" 
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The best time for a mans ship to come in is be- 
fore he's too old to navigate. 


The average girl would rather have 
beauty than brains, because the average 
male can see better than he can think. 

Pe, 

Two men were talking about their 
sleeping habits and complaints. 

“| suffer from insomnia,” said one. 

“What do you dop” 

“! drink a glass of whisky every half- 
hour.” 

“Does it make you sleep?” 

“No, but it makes me perfectly satis- 
fied to stay awake.” 


wv 
A small businessman, and his partner 
closed their office at noon one Saturday 
and went to the movies. When they were 
seated, one of them nudged the other and 
gasped, “Gosh, Joe, we forgot to close 
the safe!” 


“What's the difference?” asked the 
other. “We're both here, ain't we?” 


DAFFYNITIONS 

A moron: A fellow who wrinkles his 
brow reading comic books. 

Shotgun wedding: A case of wife or 
death. : 

Professor: A textbook wired for sound. 

Confession magazine: A place where 
people write their wrongs. 

amburger: Steak that didn’t pass its 

physical. 

Hypochrondniac: A man who can't 
leave well enough alone. 

Better: What every girl should know. 

Camel: A warped horse. 

A lush: A guy with a fifth sense. 
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tive in their claims for the country 
and realize that the country has merits 
of its own, quite good enough to speak 
for themselves. 

This also was a period of road im- 
provement.Work was done onthe Que- 
snel road, and a wagon road was cut 
through to Fort St. James. Some may 
think that the present road is a poor 
one, but they should have seen the road 
when first put through. It certainly was 
not made for cars,andeven with a fast 
driving team, it took a good day to make 
the journey. There wasalsoaroad cut 
from Stoney Creek to the Nechako. 
The central point at that time was 
Milne’s Landing where a ferry was: 
operated by Sam Milne. 

Milne’s Landing was a very imp- 
ortant point inthe country those days, 
and was one of the centres of comm- 
unity life. A hall was erected at this 
time by the Nechako Valley Conserva- 
tive Association, and was used for 
dances as well as political meetings. 
The hall was, until several years ago, 
the residence of Mrs.Streigler and 
family, when it was torn down. 

The Nechako River had not lost its 
importance as an artery of communi- 
cation, and during railway construction 
there was aregular steamboat service 
onthe river. It seems strange to look 
back and remember that the hills back 
of the river once resounded to the 
shrill toots of a river steamer. The 
name of the steamer on the run at this 
time was the ‘Nechako’,and for awhile 
she was commanded by a very pictur- 
esque figure in the inland waters of 
British Columbia. He was the same 
gentleman who had the narrow escape 
from being shot while in command of 
the ‘Hazelton’ - Captain Bonsor. 

Captain Bonsor was a fiery man- 
eater,in physique not much bigger than 
the immortal Captain Kettle. But with 
his peppery tongue and a ready com- 
mand of strong language, he was able 
tomake a steamer go where no stea- 
mer had ever gone before. He was a 
very able navigator, possibly one of 


the best who ever handled a wheel. 
Those who have been at the Indian Vil- 
lage at Fort Fraser will realize the 
difficulty intaking a river steamer up 
from the Nechako River to Fraser 
Lake, through the narrow and shallow 
channel of the Nautley River. Captain 
Bonsor took the ‘Nechako’ up to the 
head of Fraser Lake, and I am quite 
sure he would have proceeded on up 
to Endako and Burns Lake, had not the 
size of the Endako River made this 
part of the undertaking a physical im- 
possibility. 

The district mail was now coming 
up from Quesnel once every two weeks, 
by wagon inthe summer and by sleigh 
in the winter. The mail contractor was 
a well-known character named Tom 
Blench. Many are the tales told about 
Tom by those who made the trip with 
him as passengers. Tom kept the con- 
tract, until the settlers brought their 
seed grain in by mail, and that not only 
broke his pocket book, but broke his 
heart as well. 

As to social gatherings, I had not 
attended one dance up to this time, as 
Ido not think there had heen one held. 
True, I had attended Indian dances at 
various places, but there was not very 
much kick in going to them as a spec- 
tator.In those days so solid was the 
influence of the Churchjthat the women 
were not allowed to dance at all. The 
men danced by themselves, and it was 
mostly an interminable imitation of a 
Red River jig - an affair certainly not 
one of their own dances, but a legacy 
handed down from the half breeds who 
came from Manitoba years before. 
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ButI can well remember the first 
dances the white people had. For those 
ladies who loved to dance, it must have 
beenaveritable paradise. At the first 
dance I attended, there were six ladies 
and about fiftv men present. I leave it 
to you to figure out how much sitting 
out they hadto do. Dances then did not 
end at the conventional hour of 2 a.m. 
They went on until daylight broke the 
rim of the eastern sky, no matter when 
that was. 

I suppose time sheds a legendary 
light on these affairs, but lam sure the 
ladies must have been Amazons. They 
were at least wonderful. And the dis- 
tances some of these people came to 
these dances - drives of 70 and 80 
miles were nothing, and you must re- 
member there were none of those lux- 
urious drives in a closed car. Soa 
dance then often meant being away 
from home for four days. It is no won- 
der that a dance was a real event and 
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The first car to appear in Vanderhoof was a Flanders , driven by P.E. Sands on his historic Seattle to Hazelton 


trip, made in 1911, It made its reappearance in Vanderhoof 19 years later as part of Premier Tolmie's caravan 


to Hazelton, 


could not be held every weekend. But 
there was a joyous atmosphere about 
them, rarely found at dances nowadays. 

The first car to come intothe dis- 
trict was an old-style E.M. F. com- 
monly known as the Flanders, which 
reached here in August 1911. It was 
piloted by P.E. Sands, an automobile 
dealer of Seattle. At this time, there 
was a regular pathfinding craze on in 
all parts of the world, and in Seattle 
somebody had offered a gold medal to 
the driver of the first car from Seattle 
to Hazelton. As sucha trip was excel- 
lent advertising for the cars he was 
selling, Sands was the first contender. 
So with a mechanic and lotsof high 
hope he started out. Itake it he started 
out blithely and with bands playing, 
because I am sure he had no idea of 
what lay ahead. But the road as far as 
Fort Fraser, while by no means good, 
and by no means a highway, yet was 
passable for cars, with a good deal of 
chopping and lifting. 

Although by the terms of the com- 
petition, he was supopsed to reach Haz- 
elton under his own power, he found 
out something at Fort Fraser which I 
am sure he had not previously known - 
namely, that for over forty miles west 
there was no road at all, but only the 
telegraphtrail. Nothing daunted, how- 
ever, he hired a small packtrain, and 
with the aid of his mechanic, took the 
car to peices, and loaded it on the 


horses. Inthis fashion he transported 
the car for forty miles, then when he 
came to where the road was cut again 
he stopped, assembled his car again, 
and proceeded merrily to his destin- 
ation. From Hazelton the car was 
shipped down the Skeena River by 
boat, and thence shipped to Seattle. 
The people of Seattle made a great 
fuss over the accomplishment,and Mr. 
Sands, in addition to being presented 
with the gold medal, was banqueted, 
and generally acclaimed as a con- 
quering hero. Articles and booklets 
were got out describing the trip in de- 
tail, but Inoticed that when Fort Fraser 
was reached, getting over the 40 miles 
was discreetly soft-pedalled. The fol- 
lowing year Imade a trip to Seattle in 
company with another man, who was 
telegraph operator at Fort Fraser at 
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QUESNEL, B.C. 


the time of Mr.Sands’ arrival. Nat- 
urally we looked up Mr. Sands. Mr. 
Sands did everything for us he pos- 
sibly could. He even went the length of 
providing a car and a chauffeur for 
our use while in Seattle. He was such 
a good sport that we felt it wasnot 
up to us to give the show away. It is 
interesting to note that Mr. Sands 
made another trip through this coun- 
try asamember of Premier Tolmie’s 
Caravan in 1930. This time he came 
in a luxurious Studebaker, and need- 
less to say, did not have totake his car 
to pieces this time. 

Mr. J. L. Ruttan was I think the next 
mantoventureto Fort Fraser witha 
car, andhadthe usual amount of trou- 
bles. It was the usual thing when trav- 
elling over the roads then, to come on 
one of Mr. Ruttan’s cars stuck fast. 
These early motorists also owe a debt 
to the old telegraph line. 

In much earlier years than theper- 
iod I am covering, construction had 
actually begun on a telegraph line, 
which was to run to Dawson, thence 
across the Behring Straits, through 
Siberia, thence to Europe. The suc- 
cessful laying of the Atlantic cable 
haltedthe enterprise, and that part of 
the line which had already heen con- 
structed through this country was sim- 
ply allowed to stand, and gradually fall 
into decay,so that the trail was littered 
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with old wire. This wire was of a dif- 
ferent quality from the wire which is 
used today. It was far more flexible, 
and therefore handy for awide variety 
of uses. In the great migration to the 
Nechako, it was a boon to the early 
motorists. It was there for the taking, 
and everybody at some time or other 
felt grateful for emergency repairs 
being so handy. 

We were reaching a most interes- 
ting and what seemed a fluctuating 
period. After the surveyors, came the 
contractors, and thousands of labor- 
ers of every type under the sun. The 
sleeping valley woke to the sound of 
drilling, blasting, and various kinds of 
machinery at work as the transcon- 
tinental slowly forgedits way to com- 
pletion. 

Naturally construction brought in 
its train much money, and prices of 
everything soared, and anybody who 
had anything to sell in the line of pro- 
duce could make a small fortune. Steel 
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was being laid from both east and 
west, and there was an exciting race 
between the two construction crews as 
to which could make their point first. 

The actual connecting link was 
made about 1-1/2 miles east of Fort 
Fraser, where a big signpost marks 
the spot, and the golden spike was 
driven by Mr. Morley Donaldson, who 
was president of the Grand Trunk 
Pacific Railway. I went down to this 
historic spot immediately after the 
ceremony, but found the golden spike 
had been carefully removed, and an 
ordinary spike put in its place. The 
G.T.P.R. were taking no chances 
apparently. 

Thereafter ensued a period of re- 
adjustment. The old order had changed 
and we were forced to realize that 
Civilization had reached us through 
the iron horse. We had to re-orient 
our general outlook and manner of: 
living. For some time, before steel 
reached the site of Vanderhoof, plans 
had already been made for the esta- 
blishment of a townsite here. Pre- 
viously another townsite had been 
put on the market, opposite Milne’s 
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Landing, about two miles east of Van- 
derhoof on the track, and this was 
known as ‘Nechako City’. 

It was thought for quite a while 
that this would be the centre point of 
the valley, because it had an ideal loc- 
ation, and was a good site for a town. 
But alas, the promoters were not in 
right with the all-powerfull Grand 
Trunk Pacific Development Company, 
a subsidiary corporation of the rail- 
way, formed for the purpose of devel- 
oping townsites and other profitable 
sidelines. It must be remembered that 
this company, closely allied withthe 
railway company was a mighty imp- 
ortant factor, and no townsite on the 
line could ever hope for success with- 
out their sanction. An outstanding ex- 
ample of this may be found inthe town- 
site of Fort Fraser. So Nechako City 
died almost before it was born. The 
all-powerful G.T.P. Development 
Company had other plans for this 
neighbourhood, which were to be more 
profitable for themselves. 

The early spring of 1914 saw the 
stage allset asfar as Vanderhoof was 
concerned. Lots were being sold all 
over, and Vanderhoof was to be the 
greatest point between Edmonton and 
Prince Rupert. All the old arguments 
which we had heard for some years 
were trotted out again, perhaps dres- 
sed a little in new clothes;but the ten- 
or of all sales talk was to buy, buy,buy. 

As soon as lumber could be pro- 
cured, buildings started going up. 
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People started to come in, and while 
it was yet spring, the site was being 

cleared, streets were being rough- 
graded, and the skyline was being 
broken by new unpainted buildings. 

For a while things went with a bang, 

and an ambitious programme of dev- 
elopment was laid out by the prom- 
oters of the townsite. A Board of Trade 
was formed - that signpost of civiliza- 

tion, without which no town can put on 
any airs. One of the officials appointed 
had the high sounding title of Industrial 
Commissioner. Just what industries 
he was supposed to promote, we are 
not told,but all large cities at that time 
had their Industrial Commissioner,so 
why not Vanderhoof. But the main fun- 
ction of this official was just to boost 
things along, and at this he was very 
successful, as Vanderhoof really made 
a creditable show of production in 
the first sixty days of its life. I rem- 
ember coming into Vanderhoof then, 
and seeing a big painted sign prom- 
inently displayed on the side of a build- 
ing stating that now was the time to buy 
lots, because prices were to be advan- 
ced 25% on the first of July next. That 
was the way things were done. Values 
were just fixed irrespective of actual 
worth, and then was the time to get in 
on the ground floor. 

But Vanderhoof was a great place 
that summer. Lots of money was being 
spent, anda mushroom growth had set 
in. The sidewalk on the main street, 
was so thickly covered with people that 
one had almost to force his way along. 
Some of the merchants had heroic 
struggles to get goods in. Regular 
freights had not started running, and 
the goods which trickled in came by a 
sort of semi construction train, which 
came along at irregular intervals. 
Bribery, big stick tactics, had to be 
resorted to, and when they failed, all 
the arts of diplomacy were used. But 
it was a great picnic for those in bus- 
iness. When the goods arrived at the 
point where Vanderhoof Station was to 
be, they were sold right out of the car, 
and at good prices. For the peoplein 
the valley were clamoring for goods. 

The buildings which were first built 
andthe purposes for which they were 
built would constitute a chapter in it- 
self. Vanderhoof then had its share of 
weird and unusual characters. They 
would also take another chapter to 
themselves. But there was something 
humorous about the man who, whenhe 
had indulged not wisely but too well, 
would set two alarm clocks going, lie 
down in bed, and watch to see if one 
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could beat the other. Then I remem- 
ber in those days we also had a real 
philosopher, acolored barber who was 
known as Bob. I don’t think anybody 
knew his other name. No preacher 
could deliver amore eloquent sermon 
than he, and he was a veritable expert 
in ‘philosophy and kindred arts. 

Before the telegraph office was es- 
tablished, telegraphic communication 
had to be done through Government 
Telegraphs nearest station at Noolki 
Lake. An old Indian of Stoney Creek, 
Jack, by name, who had the surname of 
Vanderhoof tacked onto him, was mes- 
senger boy. He provided speedy and 
reliable communication on foot. 

Vanderhoof was in such a hurry to 
get out of its swaddling clothes that it 
was christened ‘the townthat wouldn’t 
wait’. This of course was made full use 
of inthe advertising that was going on, 
and it was very effective. Attractive 
literature continued to come out from 
the promoters, describing all the ad- 
vances the town had made. They de- 
scribed in detailthe rapid growth, and 
it might have been allright if they had 
stopped there. But inthe fashion of the 
times, they went on to say that such 
things as electric light and running 
water were inthe homes and business 
places of Vanderhoof. It is an interest- 
ing, though perhaps not creditable 
thing that we had not those two utilities 
in Vanderhoof twenty years after. But 
there was the trouble- they would not 
let well enough alone - always the bla- 
zing exaggerations, which were to have 
the effect of a boomerang. However, 
they were'selling lots, and the reckon- 
ing was not yet. 


Britain’s entry into the war came 
almost electrical in its suddenness. 
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The effect was almost immediate. Old 
line reservists hurried hack to their 
regiments, the impetuous young men of 
the valley were eager to enlist, and a 

deep change was noticeable in the 
whole spirit of the land. Development 
and building didnot cease in Vander - 

hoof, however, like it did in other 

places,for the simple reason that much 
of the development money was coming 
from the United States,and the war was 
avery far off possibility tothe Amer- 

icannation then. Inthe years that fol- 
lowed,the Nechako Valley sent its con- 
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tribution of men, and welcomed back 
those who were fortunate enough to 
return. 

About this time a large number of 
pre-emptions were taken up all over 
the district,chiefly by young men.Many 
of those left for overseas, and some 
who returnedto Canada did not return 
to the Nechako Valley. Many a log shack 
half tumbled down on a piece of land, 
which has returned to its first wild 
state, bears mute testimony of the up- 
heaval which penetrated intothe rem- 
otest places in British Columbia. 

While Europe was belching forth 
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smoke and conflict, in Vanderhoof 
there were skirmishes and minor 
clashes, which were the forerunners 
of heavier fighting to follow. Vander- 
hoof was developing a war of its own. 

The original site of Vanderhoof 
was on the south side of the railway. 
It was owned by people in Winnipeg 
and Chicago, and there was a growing 
feeling that they were not treating the 
local people very well. One grievance 
ledto another, andthe battle developed 
further when an opposition townsite 
was laid out on the north side of the 
railway track. It was claimed, too that 
the landon the south side of the track 
would flood very badly if high water 
occurred on the river. 

The move began, and there was a 
merry fight waged for some years, 
It was a town divided against itself, 
not very good for development of any 
kind. In fact, it is a disastrous tale in 
the history of Vanderhoof, and the 
breach was not healed until after peace 
had been declaredin Europe. They did 
not have the formalities of a peace 
treaty signed here. It resolved itself 
into avictory for the north side, sim- 
ply because there were no people left 
on the south side to carry on. They 
had all moved over. In the original 
sale of this land, what do you think 
was the price of what is probably the 
most valuable business block in Van- 
derhoof today? Just one team of hors- 
es - no cash or even harness thrown 
in. [hope this fact will go down in his- 
tory when the block is covered with 
skyscrapers, 

The social life of the country was 
also progressing, and was perhaps a 
little more gracious. As more ladies 
came into the country, dances grew 
more frequent. Vanderhoof district 
must have had astrong streak of Pur- 
itannical conscience about it. Atthis 
time, the now harmless and innocent 
one-step was distinctly taboo, and was 
thought to be an invention of the devil. 
I have seen austere floor managers 
walk upto overbold young couples who 
were indulging in this forbidden dance 
and say pointedly, ‘Here,thisis a two- 
step, now cut that out’. And the erring 
couple would meekly change their step 
on penalty of a summary request to 
leave the dance floor. The old-fash- 
ioned ideas clung on desperately hard, 
until the inevitable march of progress 
was to shake the cobwebs from our 
eyes. One wonders what these old floor 
managers would think of the dances of 
today. 

At one period there were actually 
two weekly papers published in Van- 
derhoof. The first paper to make its 
appearance was the Vanderhoof Tri- 
bune. After a brief and not too mete- 
oric career, it closed its doors, and 
was followed by the Vanderhoof Times 
the proprieters of which were McDou- 
gall and Rimes. McDougall sold out his! 
interest to Herbert Vanderhoof of Chi- 


cago, who owned the townsite, and the 
partnership of Vanderhoof & Rimes 
published the paper which was then 
known as the Vanderhoof Herald. Mr. 

Rimes still continued editing this pap- 
er which was located onthe south side 
of the railway track. Mr. Vanderhoof, 

who held the controlling interest, of 
course decreed the location should re- 
main where it was. Mr. Rimes, on the 
other hand, thought it best to go with 
the crowd, as a good newspaperman 

should. This provided materialfor an- 
other fight, at the endof which Mr. 

Rimes emerged victor. 

The year 1916 saw the building of 
the bridge across the Nechako River 
at Vanderhoof. Prior to this time, the 
only means of crossing was a ferry, 
under the command of an oldtimer 
named Dick Stuart. The old Abbie V. 
was a stout ship and did its duty very 


well until the growing traffic, and esp- 
ecially the increasing importance of 
the road north, made abridge imper- 
ative. During 1914-15-16 there was a 
slight revival of interest inthe Manson 
Creek gold properties, and several : 
parties were working there during 
those years. 

In 1918 Vanderhoof had a Mennonite 
invasion. After a stay in Vanderhoof, 
many of these people settled in the 
Braeside country.It was not successful 
colonization, because they did not stay 
inthe district very long. As a sectthey 
are opposed to war, and especially to 
conscription and were no doubt sub- 
jectedto acertain amount of harrass- 
ment during the war and decided to 
move into the interior of British Colu- 
mbia, where they could more or less 
drop out of sight. The conclusion of 
hostilities undoubtedly hastened their 
return to the places from whichthey 
had come. It is a noteworthy fact that 
afterwards a number of them settled 
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The author,right, with J. L. McDougall, co-owner 
of the Vanderhoof Times, one of the town's early 
newspapers, McDougall later sold his interest and 
eventually ended up in Hollywood as one of the 
better-known (pie-throwing) comedians of the si- 
lent film days, 
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proven by the presence of old Nimpo 
and Stuyve of the book, growing fat in 
idleness as they live out their remain- 
ing days. White marks shaped as the 
frame of a mowing machine stand out 
on Nimpo’s sides. They will remind you 
of the memorable pack trip made by 
Pan from Bella Coola. Many of his 
purebred Hereford cows would average 
between fourteen and fifteen hundred 
pounds. His spring calves could easily 
be mistaken for yearlings. His well laid 
out corrals and barns are built so that 
cattle may be cut out or loaded with a 
minimum of men and work. 

To obtain a true picture of Hobson’s 
home ranch, one should climb the rim- 
rock of almost one thousand feet tower- 
ing above the buildings. As far as the 
eye can see in any direction lays a vast 
unexplored country. Aside from the 
fertile valley through which Greer 
Creek winds its way, all that meets the 
eye is rolling ridges of spruce and jack- 
pine. Rumors drift in of large meadows 
hidden far back, but Rich says he has 
never had time for a good look, he is 
so busy on his present holdings. 

Twelve years before he had seen his 
present home from an aircraft; today 
he has the nucleus of one of our largest 
Canadian ranches. One can see the 
proof of eight to nine feet of soil above 
the gravel in Greer Creek. The Canary 
Reed grass grown in this valley com- 
pletely covers a team of horses as they 
pull the mower to cut it. 

During my visit he showed me his 
herd of yearling bulls, raised from his 
big purebred Hereford cows. He had 
crossed them with an imported Lion- 
hart bull to introduce a new blood 
strain. I have just returned from a 
second trip to the Rimrock where I 
purchased three of these fine bulls to 
cross with our Hereford cows at the 
Calloway Ranch, Horsefly, B.C. 

Hobson owns another ranch ten 
miles from the Rimrock. He uses it for 
summer range. This ranch has a ten 
mile frontage, along the Nechako River. 
I was not impressed with the value at 
first sight last summer. Hobson made 
no mistake when he went into debt to 
buy this last foothold to complete his 
dreams. 

Last summer I watched the mighty 
Nechako River roll down through the 
centre of this ranch. All the bottom 
land was covered with water, and stock 
that had gotten to the other side were 
thirty miles from the nearest road. The 
home ranch was over one hundred miles 
away by bridge and the river was too 
deep and swift to ford safely. 

Last week I again visited the River 
Ranch. Where the great Nechako had 
flowed was left a mere trickle of water 
quietly slipping down the huge channel. 


Rich and I waded across to his Williams 
place wearing only boot rubbers. The 
flow of the Nechako River was restrain- 
ed behind the tremendous Kenney Dam, 
to be forced west through the moun- 
tains. Here at Kitimat it will generate 
power to operate the famous aluminum 
plant which is expected to employ 
thousands of men. 

It would be hard for anyone to vis- 
ualize the terrific amount of water to 
be stored behind this dam. Some idea 
might be reached by viewing the 
Nechako as it was, and upon learning 
that it would take three and one half 
years to fill the reservoir and force the 
flow to Kitimat. 

Rich and I spent the day exploring 
the river bottom. Acres of lush grass 
were to be found where once had been 
the overflow of the river. From the pic- 
turesque view from the well-built log 
cabin on the cliff, we could look for 
miles up the river bed. One could see 
hundreds of acres of what will be won- 
derful pasture next summer. Rich 
figures his cattle will feed in the long 
bottom grass until nearly Christmas. 

It was with regret that I said good- 
bye to Rich Hobson and his lovely wife 
a few days ago. A proud father of a five 
weeks old daughter, Rich gripped my 
hand; he made me feel that I had never 
been more welcome in twenty years of 
travel. If I am in need of a friend, I 
know I can turn to big hearted, self 
effacing, Rich Hobson of the Rimrock. 


NOT SEN 0 ia 
Ps 


"I've put it together three times and 
there's still one left over u 


Topley Hotel & Generat Store sroozev 


Gas & Oil, Tourist Information TOPEBY, BIC, 


Decker Lake Auto Camp 


OVERNIGHT CABINS BY THE DAY OR WEEK 
Hot and Cold Water In Central Shower Rooms 


ein) 
ENDAKO HOTEL 33 


NEWLY RENOVATED - FULLY MODERN 


Fully Licensed Cafe Adjoining 
EN DAKO, B.C. 


BURNS LAKE, B.G 


BURNS LAKE HARDWARE & GARAGE 


General Motors Sales & Service 
Associated With MARSHALL WELLS Stores &/ 


DISTRIBUTORS OF FINE HARDWARE 
Highway Service & Garage 


The Trucker's Super-Service 


TOWING, WRECKING 6 BODY SERVICE 
B-A OIL PRODUCTS 
"We Fix Anything But Broken Hearts" 


* 


* 


3) : 
STAR MOTOR SALES 
FORD — MONARCH 


Cars - Trucks - Tractors 


*STAR PLANING MILLS* 


SPRUCE & PINE LUMBER 
Sawmill: Babine Lake 
Planing Mill & Yard: Burns Lake 


BURNS LAKE BRITISH COLUMBIA 


Babine Lumber Co. Ltd. 


ROUGH and DRESSED SPRUCE and PINE LUMBER 
BURNS LAKE B.C. 


tral B.C. Lumbermen’s 
di perative Association 


(Owned and Operated by Member Sawmilis) 
LUMBER MANUFACTURERS 


Dealing In Western White Spruce For 
Domestic and Export Markets 


Inquiries Invited 
Burns Lake, B.C. 


Ppa an ave aN aE py 


= 


eA ee 
om nis 


aes 


- HOUSTON HOTEL 


Fully Modern In Every Respect 
HOUSTON, British Columbia 


*Credit Cards Honoured * 
HOUSTON, BRITISH COLUMBIA 


Gun SERVICE STATION 


PAGE 33 


TELKWA, British Columbia 


: eee oe : biti: 
TELKWA HOTEL 
C. P. BUSSINGER, Prop. 

TELKWA ‘THE BEAUTY SPOT OF THE NORTH 


T. F. & M. MILLS LTD,, 


Manufacturers of Western White Spruce 
and Pine - Rough & Dressed 
TELKWA, B. C. : 


TELKWA MOTORS 


Complete Garage Service 


AUSTIN & STUDEBAKER CARS - INTERNATIONAL 


HARVESTER TRUCKS & EQUIPMENT 


" BULKLEY HOTEL 


‘JUST ANOTHER GOOD HOTEL”’ 


NORTHERN INTERIOR 
FOREST PRODUCTS LIMITED 


Lumber Manufacturers 
Dealing In; SPRUCE. HEMLOCK, CEDAR & PINE 


SMITHERS, B.C. 


MITHERS 


PAGE 34 


R.W. CALDERWOOD AGENCIES 


Anything from $1,000 to $20,000 
very’ Valley A i sknian coud BA 


THERE'S A LONG,LONG TRAIL 
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high, and thumping the wet earth 
solidly after every leap. Fred sat him 
easily, swaying with every jump, and 
enjoying the play as much as the horse. 
I ducked the flying mud from the flash- 
ing heels, and watched. A few minutes 
later Buck broke into a furious gallop 
and fled down the road. When they re- 
turned he was dancing, but consider- 
ably quieter. Fred dismounted and 
helped me into the saddle. Buck tossed 
his head, and circled a few times, but 
made no further attempt to buck. 

‘‘A few days on the trail will take 
the coltishness out of him,’’ Fred said. 

“I won’t be sorry, but I bet you 
will,’’ I said teasingly. 

He laughed. 

At noon we came upon a number of 
people gathered in a poplar edged 
meadow, apparently holding a picnic in 
spite of the snow of the night before. 

As we drew closer, a small woman 
with quick, jerky steps, hurried over 
to meet us. Her sharp little face was 
distorted with an amazingly swollen 
and sore-looking black eye. 

‘*Hello, there,’’ she called. ‘‘Well, 
for land’s sakes, where are you going? 
Have you come far? I know you’re all 
hungry. Now you just get down off 
those horses and join us.’’ She rattled 
on, never waiting for answers. ‘‘We 
have plenty to eat so don’t worry about 
running us short. Just look at that pile 
over there. Come on, now. We’d just 
love to have you.”’ 

I couldn’t help staring at her awful 
eye, and she at last sensed my conster- 
nation. . 

‘‘Oh, that,’’ she said, pointing to it 
flippantly. ‘‘I did that chopping wood. 
A piece flew up and caught me fair 
and square. ’Course, I don’t usually do 
the chopping, but Jed’s stomach was 
acting up again and he wasn’t feeling 
so good.’’ This last slid out so smoothly 
and expressionlessly, that I suspected 
the phrase had become worn through 
constant repetition. 

“That’s Jed, my husband, over 
there,’’ she continued, pointing to a 
large man slumped against a tree 
trunk, his long legs sprawled out dis- 
jointedly before him, and his hat tip- 
ped forward over his brows. A long 
green straw, hanging from the corner 
of his heavy mouth, jerked once, in 
acknowledgment of the introduction. 
No further movement followed. 

Meanwhile the colt spotted a group 
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of children nearby, and was gingerly 
edging over to investigate their play. 
When they saw him, they all moved 
forward to meet him. Dan stopped, eye- 
ing them warily. The children stopped 
also, that is, all but a little toddler in 
bright blue. He laboriously staggered 
on until he suddenly found himself con- 
fronted with a strange, long-faced, long 
legged apparition, the like of which ap- 
parently held no place in his little 
repertoire. 

He plumped himself down on his 
round, fat bottom, opened his mouth, 
and roared in indignation and fear. The 
cold, equally frightened, whirled, flip- 
ped his heels and short, curly tail, and 
fled to the side of his mother. 

The pack train, already uneasy and 
restless at the sight of so many people, 
shied away at the baby’s roars and ran 
in the opposite direction. Fred and 
Jack galloped after them. 

I hastily thanked our kind would- 
be hostess, declined her invitation, and 
sped after the rapidly disappearing 
pack train. 

We turned the horses back, and 
herded them along the road. They soon 
calmed down, and behaved quite well. 

But not for long. They started crop- 
ping along the sides of the road and 
brought our progress down to a crawl. 
We put nose-bags on them, and were 
spon moving forward again. 

The bags muffled the sound of the 
bells, which by now, had become a mon- 
otonous jangling in our ears. The 
change was so restful that, when we 
eventually removed the bags, we stuf- 
fed each bell to ensure further peace. 

We planned to camp early the first 
week or two, so the horses would not 
get saddle-sore. Then, as they toughen- 
ed we would gradually increase the dis- 
tance covered each day. We decided to 
keep our eyes open for good camping 
places any time after two o’clock. With 
sundown coming at ten o’clock, this 
should give us plenty of time. We also 
planned on two meals a day, breakfast 
and supper, with a light lunch in the 
saddle at noon. 

We camped that evening at Coal 
Creek. It was a lovely place, carpeted 
with green grass and bright wild flow- 
ers. Next morning we found one of the 
chain-gang had slipped his fetter and 
escaped. The men trailed him, caught 
him with a lasso, and dragged him back 
to his pack. 

That afternoon we reached Eight 
Mile Creek, and decided to camp there 
and catch the ferry across the Peace 
River in the morning. We found a place 
rich in peavine grass, and strewn with 
poplar trees — a necessity for loading 
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our lawless pack horses. 

The sound of voices and laughter 
came to us, as we ate our supper, from 
across a row of birches edging the 
meadow. We arose and walked over to 
them and peered through curiously. We 
saw a number of heavily laden wagons 
drawn up in a circle in the neighboring 
meadow. A small herd of horses grazed 
peacefully nearby. A milling group of 
people ebbed and flowed about a mon- 
strous campfire, preparing the evening 
meal. 

‘‘Homesteaders, I bet,’’ Fred said. 

“T wonder where they came from?’ 
Jack reflected. 

‘‘Let’s finish eating and join them,”’ 
I eargerly suggested. 

We returned to our meal and had 
barely finished when a number of our 
neighbors filed through the bushes, 
calling loud greetings as they came. We 
welcomed them and I immediately set 
a new pot of coffee on to boil. 

Our visitors were very talkative and 
very friendly. In a few seconds we 
found they were from Texas; news 
which Jack received with such glad- 
ness that he forgot his shyness and 
mingled freely with the group, shaking 
hands heartily and asking for news of 
his old home state. 

“This is shore some country, this 
Canada,’’ an elderly man, white haired, 
and rosy complexioned, announced em- 
phatically. ‘‘Tain’t nothing like we ex- 
pected. We were taught that Canada 
was a little piece or land around the 
North Pole, where they could grow 
wheat in the summertime, and the rest 
of the time, you were all snowed in. 
And what do we find? Why Canada is 
huge! You can see hundreds of moun- 
tains on one side, and rolling prairies to 
the very horizon on the other. We’ve 
passed town after town. We’ve had 
roads to travel on. We’ve had bridges 
over most of the rivers. Its been won- 
derful.’’ 

“Where are you headed for?’”’ Fred 
asked. 

‘*To tell the truth,’’ the white haired 
man answered, ‘‘I don’t think we’re 
going any further.’’ 

The evening passed swiftly and en- 
joyably. Ae we bid our guests good-bye, 
the elderly man drew himself up to his 
full height and magnanimously offered 
this highest of all compliments to our 
country: 

“Yes, siree, I really believe Canada 
is durn near as big as Texas.”’ 

The next morning we crossed the 
Pine River without mishap. Our pack 
horses were really shaping up. When 
we reached the Peace River valley, we 
stood on the brow of the hill and rested. 
The mighty river below, surging stead- 
ily and fully, from horizon to horizon, 
had held so much promise for the many, 
many little peple who had flocked to 
the broad fertile acres spreading out 
from its huge basin. And now, where 


had the promise gone? Why were the 
graneries full and the people hungry? 
It was something I could not under- 
stand. 

The ferry was waiting below, so we 
descended and drew up at the landing. 
The men led half the pack train aboard, 
tying each horse securily to a heavy 
rope which ran around the boat. 

While the ferry made the first trip 
across the half-mile wide river, the 
horses which were left behind fidgeted 
and whinnied to those aboard. They 
stared after them; dangerously crowd- 
ing the bank in their eargerness to fol- 
low. 

The ferry returned and took the rest 
of us across. On the far side, I was quite 
touched by the affectionate reunitin, 
of the horses. They were fast Hebamine 
friends and companions of the trail. 


CHAPTER III 


RECEPTIONS RUDE AND 
RECEPTIONS REGAL 


One of the train of pack horses, Tiny 
Jean, white-faced and mean-eyed, with 
racing blood and extremely nervous, 
had been making an inveterate nuis- 
ance of herself. Fred asked me to lead 
her, for there, in my place at the end 
of the line, she could do the least harm. 
This proved no solution to the problem. 
Buck took an instant dislike to her, 
biting and kicking at every chance. She 
retaliated by rearing and jumping, and 
constantly trying to cross in front or 
behind. I was extremely annoyed, and 
I’m afraid at times my language proved 
most unlady-like. But I perservered 
with: my obnoxious charge, knowing 
that Fred in the lead had his hands full 
with the kitchen horse, and Jack with 
the pack train. 

We saw no water for miles, not until 
we came to Tailor Flats. Here we pas- 
sed a homestead where two fenced-in, 
man-made sloughs had been dug and 
damned up to reserve winter snow and 
spring rains. We camped in the 
meadow, unpacked the horses, and then 
headed them back to the water-hole. I 
carrid the water pails, formerly lard 
tins, with lids hooked over the horn of 
the saddle by the handles. 

At the gate to the water-hole two 
sullen men barred our entrance. They 
surveyed our sixteen head of horses, 
and gloweringly shook their heads. 

“Too many,’’ one of them snapped. 
‘‘We can’t spare a drop. Doubt if we 
have enough to last the summer as it 
1st 

While the men wrangled over the 
water, I rode over to the farmhouse. 

It was a tall, narrow, two-storey 
building, its boards unpainted, unlovely 
and water-stained. It rose gaunt and 
barely from the centre of a cleared 
knoll. Behind it, nestled cooly and pret- 
tily among the bright green, dainty 


trembling aspen and tall swaying pop- 
lars, lay the squat barn and various 
outhouses; their unpainted ugliness 
vastly relieved by the frame-work of 
green leaves, and the dark dappling of 
shadows over their rough faces. Why 
do people tear away every last tree 
from around their home, leaving it ex- 
posed to the rays of the long day’s sun, 
and themselves to broil and bake in its 
hot interior, while, not fifty yards 
away, pigs are allowed to shuffle and 
snuffle around contentedly in their 
stys, in the cool deep shadows of trees 
that were left standing? 

A garden ran up the knoll to the 
foundations of the house. A front door, 
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apparently never used, hung high in 
the wall, with no steps leading up to 
its sill. Any unlucky person, unwitting- 
ly leaving by this entrance, would find 
himself dropped abruptly into a clump 
of potato plants. 

Two women leaned over the garden 
fence and watched my approach. They 
seemed upset by the inhospitality of 
their menfolk, and eager to explain 
their brusqueness. 

“I’m sorry, Missus, about the 
water,’’ the elder of the two said apolo- 
getically. ‘‘But we really need all of 
it, badly. The water-hole is our only 
source, for ourselves, and for the stock. 
Please don’t think we are mean.’’ 

I was touched by her evidently sin- 
cere distress. I noticed the tell-tale 
greyness of their limp print dresses, 
and the lack-lustre tone of their hair; 
undeniable evidence of inadequate rins- 
ing. 

“‘T understand,’’ I said sympatheti- 
cally. ‘‘I’m sorry we placed your men 
in a position where they were forced 
to seem mean. I’m sure they would let 
us have water, if they could.”’ 

The women’s care-worn faces re- 
laxed. 

‘‘Of course we can spare you drink- 
ing and cooking water, you know,’’ one 
hastened to say. ‘‘Just bring your pails 
over here.’’ 

I dismounted and carried the pails 
to a tiny well of water filtered from 
the reservoir. 

‘‘That should do you for supper and 
breakfast. Now, is there anything else 
we can do for you?”’ 

They were doing their best to offset 
the unkindness of our reception. 

‘If you have some butter for sale, 


HEPPNER MOTORS 


Hudson - Hillman - Land-Rover - Sunbeam Talbot 
Humber-Hawk Cars - Commer Trucks 


SALES 


and SERVICE 


PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. 


PAGE 36 


I could use three or four pounds,’’ I 
said. 

“Certainly. Would twenty cents a 
pound be right?’’ 

I nodded, and followed them into a 
low building and climbed down a num- 
ber of steps into a dark, cool, sunken 
milkhouse. 

While the younger of the two wo- 
men cut great gobs of butter out of a 
crock, the other sat down on a box and 
started telling me a long tale of woe. 
They had come from Manitoba, and 
were finding the homestead an unre- 
warding, driving, relentless  task- 
master. 

Their dismal laments in the dark, 
gloomy cavern, filled me with distaste 
and creepiness. I was glad when the 
butter was wrapped and paid for. I 
hurried back to my bucket-laden horse, 
mounted, thanked my depressing bene- 
factoresses, and rode back to camp. 

Meanwhile the men, having failed 
to win over the homesteaders, had 
scouted around and eventually found a 
place where the horses could water — 
an unsavory drink in a muskeg, with 
the horses bogged down to their bellies 
in mire. 

That night a wind came up with a 
howl, and rampaged for hours, driving 
huge clouds across the sky. 

Morning arrived, dark and gloomy, 
threatening to rain at any moment. We 
hurriedly broke camp and hastened to 
the next town, Fort St. John, hoping 
to find shelter before the storm broke. 

As we filed down the main street, 
people hurried out to watch us. We 
created quite a sensation. 

I couldn’t resist slipping into the 
general store and purchasing a few last 
minute things; a buckskin needle, a jar 
of cold cream, and a half-size wash- 
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board, really a childs, but its smallness 
appealed to me, and it would probably 
be easier to pack than a full-sized one. 
I added a number of loaves of bread. 
They would make a change from our 
sourdough biscuits of the trail. These 
I had been making from dough which 
rose, during the day, in a pail tied to 
Molly’s back. When we camped, I’d 
make biscuits, placing them in one gold 
pan, inverting the other on top, and 
burying the whole in red coals to bake. 

I carried my packagés out of the 
store and found Fred and Jack deep in 
conversation with a man whose face 
and clothes spoke of the outdoors. He 
introduced himself as Bill Coplen. 

As we talked, the clouds piled up 
higher in the west and darkened the 
sky. Noticing my worried gaze, our new 
friend offered us shelter in his home, 
“Grand Haven’’, a short distance from 
town. We gratefully accepted, and 
mounted our horses. Our escort, on his 
pinto pony, led the procession down the 
street. 

We passed a freshly ploughed field, 
which must have appealed to the pack 
ponies. A number of them turned off, 
with the intention of taking a roll in 
the soft dirt. Finding their packs a 
hindrance, they bucked them off. Those 
horses not completely unloaded finish- 
ed the job with a roll or two. I was 
thoroughly ashamed of them. 

It was four o’clock by the time the 
horses were repacked and on the road 
again. I was eager to be on the way, for 
we had had no dinner and I was 
hungry. 

‘‘Grand Haven’’ was a low, rambl- 
ing, comfortable looking log cabin, very 
aptly named as far as we were con- 
cerned. Mr. Coplen used it only in the 
summer, for his trapline kept him busy 
in the Fontas River country all winter. 

He proved a cordial host and bade 
us make ourselves at home. He was a 
bachelor, so I assumed the kitchen 
duties. This pleased him very much, for, 
he confessed, he was tired of his own 
cooking. 

Everyone enjoyed supper. It was a 
pleasure to sit once more at a table, on 
chairs, with a roof over our heads, and 
the prospect of sleeping in beds again, 
ahead of us. 

A sprinkle of rain pattered on the 
roof while we were eating. Soon it was 
thundering and lightning. By the time 
we retired, the rain was coming down 
in torrents. I blessed our benefactor. 

The skies showed no sign of clear- 

ing next morning, so, on our host’s invi- 
tation, we stayed over. To pass the 
time, we helped Mr. Coplen make raw- 
hide bags similar to the ones we used 
for our packs. 
_Next day, June sixth, dawned 
bright and sunny, so we packed up, 
thanked our host, and filed out onto 
the meandering, little-used, wagon 
road, which we were to follow next. 


Some time later, we found we had 
missed the trail, rather than turn back, 
we pushed on in the general direction 
in which we imagined it to be. 

We came upon a number of squalid 
log buildings, around which played a 
group of dirty, ragged children. I call- 
ed to them. At the sound of my voice 
two barefoot women came out of the 
end cabin. They were equally dirty and 
slovenly, their hair uncombed. One, 
with stringy red hair and startling blue 
eyes greeted us eagerly. She admired 
our horses and hoped we were planning 
on homesteading near them. 

“There’s lots of room’’ she said, 
‘but no water.’’ 

‘Not very appealing,’’ I thought. 

We explained about losing our way, 
and she gave us directions for finding 
it again. 

We waved the bedraggled, but ap- 
parently quite happy, little group, 
good-bye, and turned to follow a nar- 
row path, as we had been instructed. 

This eventually led us to our trail, 
and we continued on to Deep Creek, 
and camped. 

We trailed along next day till we 
reached Bear Flats. There was good 
feed for the horses, so we camped. The 
chugging of motor boats, travelling up 
and down the Peace River, came dis- 
tinctly to our ears. 

“Listen well,’’ Fred said to me. ‘‘It 
will be the last time you hear a boat for 
a long time.’’ 

June the eighth found us following 
Cache Creek. The trail crossed and re- 
crossed the stream. 

That evening, finding the water soft 
and sudsey, I decided on a general clean 
up. The men filled the two wash-tins, 
made from coal oil tins with the tops 
removed, and set them on the fire to 
heat. When supper, consisting of baked 
potatoes with butter, rice, bacon, ban- 
nock bread and jam, was over, we all 
bathed. 

I gathered up our clothes, unpacked 
my little washboard, and we all took 
turns scrubbing and rubbing. The 
washboard performed its task so satis- 
factorily, I christened it my little 
“Pal’’. We all slept like the proverbial 
‘Jog’’ that night. 

The trail, still crossing the Creek at 
various points as we followed it, be- 
came more difficult. The banks were 
getting higher. At one point the jump 
off brought my heart into my mouth. I 
thought my horse was going in head 
first. I was still leading the mad-cap 
Tiny Jean, and her rattle-brained be- 
havior now drove me to a point beyond 
my endurance. I jerked her head furi- 
ously, and drew it up to my knee and 
held it there firmly until we had 
crossed. 

The going was much easier after 
this. We came to open, hilly country, 
where we could see for miles. In the 
hazy distance, we caught our first 


glimpse of the Halfway River. Between 
it and us lay the Cameron River, gleam- 
ing white and snake-like against the 
dark countryside. When we rode up to 
its banks, I gasped with dismay. The 
waters were swift and churning, and 
white with foam. To enter its boiling 
bosom seemed certain suicide. 

Neither of the men relished the idea 
either, so we decided to camp, early 
though it was, and find the best place 
for fording. We found tepee camp- 
sticks still standing, left by Cree 
Indians, and used them for our tents. 

During supper we were rather glum, 
but soon forgot our worries as we 
watched the colt, Dan, chase Brownie 
around the clearing. They had become 
the best of pals,and often amused us 
with their puppy-like frolicking. Some 
times their racing between the pack 
horses on the trail caused havoc, but we 
forgave them. Tonight though, they 
seemed to be out-doing themselves. 
When the colt kicked over the teapot, 
I called a halt to the play. 

The men, laughing heartily, called 
Brownie, and sauntered away to look 
over the terrain. It was rough with the 
blackened trees, fallen after a forest 
fire of long ago. The grass between the 
logs was deep and luscious. The men 
decided it would be dangerous to hob- 
ble the horses. With so much good feed 
they would probably not wander. 


That night I confessed to Fred I 
dreaded crossing the river. He cheer- 
fully reminded me that others had made 
it, and so would we, and told me not to 
worry. But I did. As a matter of fact, 
I spent the whole night doing it. 

Next morning, we lined up on the 
bank. I yanked down my hat, grimly 
resolved to battle the angry water 
spirits with all my strength. 

Fred, on Boots, and leading Molly, 
plunged into the swirling waters. The 
colt leaped after them. What a relief 
to see that the turbid waters came up 
only to the horses’ shoulders. The little 
group made their way across slowly the 
colt swimming sturdily alongside. On 
the far bank, Fred turned and waved 
his hat. 

I felt much better. I plunged in and 
noisily helped Jack drive the pack 
ponies ahead. We had no trouble, until 
we reached the other side. There the 
incorrigible chain-gang threw up their 
heels and bucked until the packs slid 
loose and flew in all directions. We 
bowed to our misfortune and patiently 
gathered the packs, caught the horses, 
and repacked. 
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MY DOG TRAY 
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tenants to leave in a hurry, that he had 
a shape, was a dog, a male and that he 
really did have a face. I made this dis- 
covery one day by accident. Seeing 
something shiny glinting through the 
mass of hair on his head, I dug through 
and found an eye looking at me. Ex- 
ploring further I soon brought the 
other to light. They were kind eyes and 
very intelligent. The muzzle was short 
but very strong. There was lots of space 
across the forehead, a deep head and a 
neck that would have graced a Here- 
ford bull. His chest housed a terrific 
pair of lungs while the rest of the body 
tapered off sharply into lines befitting 
an Irish Wolfhound. The tail was his 
crowning glory for it was beautiful and 
any other description save one that 
might be made in comparison with a 
gray squirrel of mythical stature equal- 
ling that of a grey wolf would be a lie. 
Should my life be at stake I could never 
state the breed. Honestly, I don’t be- 
lieve there ever was such a breed before 
and I am certain there never will be 
again. The circumstances culminating 
in the result that was my dog Tray 
could never repeat themselves. He had 
a little bit of everything in him; Collie, 
Great Dane, Wolf, Coyote, Fox Terrier 
(I couldn’t tell how), Porcupine, 
Skunk, Poodle and, I could swear, a 
little bit of haystack. The process of 
evolution must have been a slow one 
indeed and the blame could not be pin- 
ned on any one parent. One could never 
be responsible for all that, no matter 
how sinful. However, no matter that 
Tray would never win any beauty 
prizes, he was intelligent in the ex- 
treme. In addition to this he possessed 
another attribute that at times left me 
nervous and cold. I remember, once, 
during the great depression of the ’30’s 
a couple of hard-looking characters 
alighted from the freight that pulled 
into Kettle Valley station that particu- 
lar morning and, my house being the 
nearest, they arrived at my door to, 
as the saying went, ‘‘put the bum’”’ on 
me. Tray and I answered the peremp- 
tory knock and as I saw who my callers 
were it suddenly struck me that I hap- 
pened to be short of supplies. That 
state of affairs was not uncommon in 
those days and most of the gentlemen 
of the road took it in their stride; ac- 
cepting pot-luck with gratitude. There 
were a few of the boys, however, whose 
sense of humor hadn’t kept pace with 
world events and it was only too obvi- 
ous that here were two of the more dis- 
gruntled type, who, I knew, wouldn’t 
be satisfied with anything less than the 
best. 

I was embarrassed, to say the least. 
With nothing in the house to sate a 
couple of immense appetites, I stood 
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there, numb; shaking in my boots; al- 
though on the surface I appeared cool 
and collected. My mind going in dizzy- 
ing circles ready ta snatch at any idea 
that would satisfy my company, my 
gaze happened to be concentrated upon 
my faithful dog: ‘‘Tray’’. This, of 
course, was just coincidental for my 
gaze could have been directed any- 
where and nowhere in particular. How- 
ever, as the seconds ticked away I 
could feel Tray become nervous. In fact 
quite soon he was obviously agitated. It 
was then I knew that this canine was 
an unusual animal; psychic in the ex- 
treme and being psychic myself I of 
course was subconsiously in communi- 
cation with him. The poor animal, 
knowing full well that supplies were a 
minus quantity, misinterpretted my 
gaze. He thought I was giving him the 
‘fonce-over’’; wondering how he would 
fit into a frying pan. His flesh was 
crawling as he backed into a corner. Of 
course that couldn’t have been further 
from the truth; he was my friend. The 
situation did, however, give me an idea 
that would save the peace of our house- 
hold. 

Glancing casually at the two hoboes 
still standing in the doorway, I remark- 
ed that there happened to be nothing 
to eat but if they wouldn’t mind wait- 
ing a few moments we’d have a darn 
good mulligan bubbling in the pot. I 
then snatched up a butcher-knife and 
began stalking my old pal, Tray. 

There was a slight scuffle in the 
doorway and a voice exclaimed; ‘‘Jeez, 
this poor sonuva */t is starving; let’s go 
uptown and bum something for him.’’ 
The men hurried away. They never 
came back again. Poor Tray earned his 
keep after that for this got to be a fre: 
quent occurrence. In fact every time a 
bum dropped off the train and came to 
the house, Tray and I would go into our 
act. I must admit that he came to en- 
joy our little comedy; so much so, in 
fact, that he started adding to the orig- 
inal script by doing a bit of ad libbing 
of his own. He would, at the crucial 
moment, begin whining, then the 


whines would change to blood-curdling 
moans and if these weren’t enough to 
turn the stomach of the most voracious 
bum, he would commence foaming at 
the mouth. We kept this act up for over 
a year until it became too realistic even 
for me. He outwitted me. In the mean- 
time our house had become taboo as 
word spread from coast to coast about 
the crazy man who lived at Hope. No 
one ever came twice so, of course, no one 
ever knew that the dog I stalked was 
the same one all the time. Really though 
I honestly believe that it wasn’t the 
idea of eating Tray that upset my visit- 
ors so much as it was the appearance of 
the dog itself. He was the ugliest, hom- 
liest dog I have ever set eyes upon. He 
would have turned the stomach of even 
another dog like him. Of course there 
couldn’t ever have been another one 
like him because when Mother Nature 
saw what she had done when he arrived 
she immediately destroyed the pattern 
vowing that it should never happen 
again, even to a dog. 

We lived peacefully for a long time. 
Nothing disturbed our daily routine 
and we got along together fine unless I 
happened to gaze at him; then he would 
become extremely nervous. He no long- 
er feared the butcher-knife but it seem- 
er that he just didn’t want to be looked 
at. I suppose he abhorred the disbelief 
he saw in people’s eyes. He couldn’t 
take their incredibility and amazement 
at his longevity for surely, they 
thought, he was a carry-over from the 
age of the Dinosaur and the Tryano- 
saurus: 

At that time, when Tray came into 
my life, I was pursuing the labours of 
a bartender and after Tray had been 
with me long enough so that people 
wouldn’t run screaming into the bush 
every time they saw him walking along 
the road, he used to accompany me to 
work. He got to be a landmark around 
the bar and, of course, fell into bad 
habits. Someone first started it by up- 
setting a glass of beer onto the floor 
when Tray happened to be thirsty. He 
lapped the beer up with evident relish. 
The patrons were so amused that they 
all started throwing their beer upon 
the floor. This made a lot of work for 
me, naturally, and as I could not pre- 
vent the men from feeding Tray their 
beer, I made him stay home. Shortly 
after this all started, sales sky-rocketed 
so that the owner of the hotel gave me 
a raise, however, after I made Tray 
stay at home, beer sales dropped again 
and this forced the owner to threaten 
to cut my salary again. I was forced to 
admit Tray, once more, to the inner 
sanctum. This time I made it clear to 
the patrons that I wouldn’t stand their 
throwing beer upon the floor. This 
meant that I had to supply some form 


of vessel for the beer because the men 
persisted in their generosity towards 


Tray. The only vessel available at the 
time was the tray upon which I served 
the beer to the patrons. It was a deep 
tray and my dog loved it. He could 
bury his nose in the foamy lager and 
imbibe to his heart’s content. Naturally 
he got drunk once or twice but that was 
not unusual around that place in those 
days. A person could see snakes, pink 
elephants and numerous more unusual 
things let alone enebriated dogs. How- 
ever, he got so that he could hold his 
liquor pretty well and this had its effect 
upon some of the more unsteady cus- 
tomers, who straightened up consider- 
ably when told that they could not hold 
their liquor as well as the dog. 

When I could afford to do so, 
(wages were small in those days), I 
bought a nice dish for my dog’s beer. It 
was a very attractive bowl and being of 
the best English china, cost ore than 
T really could afford and he should have 
been very happy to have it for there 
were a great many dogs, Iam sure, who 
never had such a lovely dish to drink 
out of. However, all of my attention 
had no effect; he insisted upon using 
the tray. In fact he became so attached 
to a tray that I had to take one home 
with me so that I could use it to dish 
out his meals for him when he didn’t 
feel too woozy. It became a part of his 
life. He became indisputably a part of 
and connected with, a tray. However, it 
was not until one of my patrons, an old 
patriach and too respected to be thrown 
out into the gutter, began giving voice 
guerulously and off-key to the old songs 
that my dog received his belated chris- 
tening. The old man, the crooner, was 
in the midst of that old favourite, ‘‘Dog 
Tray’? when one of my more sober 
friends yelled above the din; ‘‘Hey, 
Bill; why don’t you call your dog 
‘Tray’?’’ The idea was so brilliant and 
was received with so much enthusiasm 
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by the other patrons that my opinion 
was happily drowned out in the ensu- 
ing uproar. I had nothing to say about 
the whole matter. From that day hence, 
my dog became known as Tray to all 
and sundry. 

The years passed as quietly as pos- 
sible with such a companion. Tray had 
a calm ,even disposition and had no 
fights with other dogs. The other poor 
canines probably didn’t realize that 
underneath all of that wool, Tray was 
only another dog. They didn’t know 
what strange monster confronted them 
and were afraid to use ordinary dog- 
fighting tactics in case he wasn’t a dog 
at all. Tray lived his life comfortably 
and unmolested except for one item. 
There is always something to make life 
not to easy. In Tray’s life this one item 
happened to be in the form of a mons- 
trous old tom-cat. This cat was afraid 
of nothing under the sun; least of all 
a miserable dog; any dog, and he seem- 
ed to have taken an immediate dislike 
to Tray. I remember the first time Tray 
met the cat. Tray, Iam sure, remembers 
the meeting quite well, too. We were 
walking home one evening; our daily 
work was finished and the evening so 
calm and peaceful that we were strol- 
ling slowly along, enjoying life in gen- 
eral. We happened to be passing be- 
neath some huge Lombardy Poplars 
that grew along the road parallelling 
the river when the tranquillity was 
burst asunder by the most blood- curdl- 
ing screams that ever chilled my spine. 
The whole thing happened so fast that 
I almost missed it. The old Tom-cat had 
dropped out of a tree, just out of pure 
cussedness, landing on Tray’s neck 
with claws extended like fish-hooks, 
hanging on to Tray with three feet and 
its mouth; beating the poor dog along- 
side the face with the forepaw it kept 
free for just such an emergency. 

That cat was plain hell to all dogs 
but he singled out Tray from among all 
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The fat man and his wife were re- 
turning to their seats in the theater 
after the intermission. 

“Did | tread on your toes as | went 
out?” he asked a man at the end of 
a row. 

“You did," replied the other grimly, 
expecting an apology at least. 

The fat man turned to his wife. ‘All 
right, Mary,"’ he said, “‘this is our 
row.”" 
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the others for special attention. No one 
knows why this should be so except, 
perhaps, it may have been a clash of 
personalities. The two animals hated 
each other with a deadly hatred that 
would only be satisfied with the death 
of either one or the other. Tray would 
avoid the old Tom at any cost. Even to 
his dignity. I have seen him cross over 
to the other side of the road rather than 
have to pass beneath some shadows 
that may have harboured the infamous 
feline. I could tell, though, that Tray 
remembered everything and was only 
waiting his chance to write finis to the 
whole episode. 

Time passed and Tray and I be- 
came very attached to each other. 
Months drifted into years. During all 
of this time I was in constant communi- 
cation with the folks at home. At times 
I wondered if it was still possible to 
tell Ernie and the sow apart without 
him having to wear a hat. Perhaps they 
had got rid of the sow by this time, so 
there could be no danger of Ernie and 
her eventually bearing any facial 
similarity at all. That started me think- 
ing about myself and Tray. Good 
heavens. Tray and I had been together 
for a long time and if there was any 
truth to the old saying that a dog and 
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his master would ultimately look alike, 
it should have commenced happening 
some time ago. 

Casually I wandered over to the 
mirror. I say casually because I didn’t 
want to rouse Tray’s suspicions. Per- 
haps if he thought he was beginning to 
resemble me he might leave home. As 
I gazd into the glass I am sure I could 
detect certain characteristics of Tray’s. 
The longer I looked, the more con- 
vinced I became. How horrible. What 
would my mother say when I began 
signing my letters with a paw mark? 
What would happen when I, myself, 
walked under the big old Lombardy 
Poplars and that blasted old tom-cat 
dropped on me? How would I feel to 
have the men in the beer-parlour feed 
me beer out of a tray? I would lose my 
identity. How terrible. I vowed that I 
would shave every day, then surely 
there could be no resemblance. 

As the days passed my conviction 
grew. I became visibly worried. I be- 
came haggard. I had lost my appetite. It 
became noticeable. Even Tray became 
aware that I was labouring under some 
extreme load of some kind. He would 
sit and watch me minutes at a time. 
This, of course, didn’t help at all. I be- 
came convinced that he was scheming 
and planning what he would do when 
he became me. The thought almost 
drove me crazy. Then I became wary; 
began planning. Eventually I determ- 
ined that I must get rid of Tray at all 
costs. One of us must go. It must be 
him. But how — how? I wracked my 
brains ’til I thought my head would 
burst. I couldn’t just take him some- 
where and just leave him. He knew the 
country a lot better than I. He had done 
a lot more prowling than I had done. 
He wandered far afield, especially dur- 
ing the spring months. He had gone 
miles out of his way in search of some 
outlying district where the female of 
his specie were not too fussy. He never 
had any luck as far as I could find out, 
but he certainly did get to know a lot 
of territory. No. I couldn’t leave him 
anywhere. I was no murderer. I could- 
n’t kill him. In fact the thought never 
once entered my mind. No idea came to 
me. Months passed. Finally the prob- 
lem resolved itself. 
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During the days of the great depres- 
sion, many of us had to rely upon the 
Public Works for the meagre bit of em- 
ployment available. I was lucky for I 
had a good job but there were many 
not so well off and these were allowed 
three days employment per month if 
thy were single; nine days if they were 
married. This, although it doesn’t seem 
much, saved a great many people from 
starving. 

Tray and I were out walking, one 
afternoon, and happened to be passing 
a crew of men working on a piece of 
roadway. The men were in the act of 
blasting some rocks out of the way. The 
dynamite was set; the fuses lit and 
everyone, including Tray and myself, 
were under cover of some kind. Tray 
and I were behind the trunk of a large 
birch whose spreading branches gave 
us lots of shelter. I was watching the 
smoke curling upwards from a charge 


of explosives that had been placed upon 
a large piece of ledge thrusting out 
from the centre of the roadway. The 
fuses were not long and could be ex- 
pected to reach the detonating caps at 
any second. 

An inferno of action broke out right 
at my shoulder as I crouched there be- 
side Tray. That blasted Tom-cat had 
been hiding up in the branches of our 
tree and had picked this time of all 
times to descend upon my poor dog. I, 
personally, had a terrific moment, what 
with trying to get out of the way and 
to watch the dynamite at one and the 
same time. It was hair-raising and a 
moment I hope never to experience 
again. Poor Tray was helpless and Iam 
convinced that he understood the gra- 
vity of the situation. He knew what 
dynamite was for we had witnessed 
these explosions many times together. 
Tray couldn’t get at the old Tom-cat 
and the dynamite was ready to explode. 
He hated the tricky, despicable feline 
with all of his heart. Then the final act 
came; breath-taking; heroic; death- 
defying in the extreme. 

Tray, with the old tom riding him 
and raking his face with those deadly 
claws, dashed out from behind the tree. 
However, there was nothing hysterical 
or distracted about old Tray now. He 
knew what he must do what he would 
do. Nothing could deter him. He stop- 
ped momentarily and looked at me. The 
look he gave was different than any he 
had ever given me before. He seemed 
to say; ‘‘Good-bye, Bill. We have been 
friends a long time. Remember me 
kindly whenever you think of me.’’ 

Then he raced over to where the 
smoke curled lazily upward from the 
deadly fuse, snatched it up into his 
mouth and stood there immobile, for 
perhaps twenty seconds, the wicked old 
tom gouging and raking his ears and 
face to shreds. 

I can never forget that grand dog 


MY DOG TRAY = concluded 


Tray of mine. He was like a statue; 
never flinching while he endured that 
exquisite torture but knowing that his 
years of indignity and humility suf 
fered at the hands of his one enemy 
would be over; knowing, too, that the 
malicious feline would end it’s days so 
ingloriously at his own hands. I really 
think that Tray thoroughly enjoyed 
those last few precious seconds of his 
life for was he not seeing the fulfill- 
ment of his life’s one great ambition? 
Tray was indeed a picture as he stood 
there with a bundle of dynamite ready 
to explode, in his mouth, a wild cat on 
his shoulders, tearing him to shreds; 
an aura of tremendous courage seeming 
to surround his every fibre. Such was 
old Tray. My dog Tray. Then, at long 
last, when my very lungs would burst 
from my pent up breath; when my 


veins would burst from the scorching 
blood that raced through my burning 
body; when the anxiety was on the 
point of driving me insane; as the road 
crew watched spell-bound; the force of 
the blast knocked me over. My old 
Tray; cat; rock all disappeared in an 
immense upheaval of smoke; dust and 
concussion. 

Such a one was my dog ‘‘Tray’’ 
whom I will never forget. I suppose 
that I could have saved him from the 
end he chose. I suppose that I could 
have taken my .22 and shot the old cat 
when I first knew they hated each 
other. Tray would not have liked that, 
for Tam sure he wanted to settle things 
his own way and I am sure, drastic as 
the final steps he took, actually were, 
he enjoyed every suspense-filled second 
of the drama he created. He wanted it 
that way. That was ‘‘Tray’’; my dog. 
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of the great want felt by the respectable portion 
of the miners for a Gold Commissioner. Men 
have in some instances come down here to 
record claims &c. I have also been informed that 
the Americans being in the majority make min- 
ing laws on the different bars to suit themselves. 
I would wish respectfully to bring this state of 
things to the notice of His Excellency the Gov- 
ernor. The reports we are at present receiving 
from the Quesnelle District are better and more 
reliable than any hitherto brought down. Great 
excitement at present prevails up there about 
the Carabou diggings, situated on the North 
Fork of Quesnelle above the Lakes. It appears 
that some men flumed a small stream which 
runs through a long gulch and found in the bed 
a prospect of from twenty to thirty cents. The 
miners naturally suppose that if one gulch is 
auriferous to so great an extent that probably all 
are more or less so. I can hear of no one actual- 
ly at work in the upper country who is not mak- 
ing from $10 a day and upwards, and there are 
some claims near the Forks of Quesnelle which 
have been paying as high as an ounce and a 
half a day to the hand. 

There are at present in this District only 140 
Regisd. Free Miners, 70 of this number are work- 
ing on a flat about half a mile above this town 
and are averaging from four to six dollars a day 
which in fact is the average throughout this 
District. Bridge River is almost entirely diserted; 
14 Chinamen are at present the only R.F. Miners 


EARLY DAYS IN VANDERHOOF 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 32 


in Mexico, where fighting and assass- 
inations form the chief industry among 
part of the population. So the great Men- 
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working on it. At Texas and Long Island Bars 
about eight miles below this there are altogether 
10 Miners. The remaining miners in this District 
are scattered up and down the river in twos and 
threes. 

The prices of provisions &c at this point are 
as follows viz: Flour 16 to 18 cents, Bacon 20c, 
Beans 20c, Rice 22c, Sugar 34c, Coffee 45c, Tea 
85c. Several gardens having been started in this 
vicinity, potatoes and vegetables generally will 
in all probability be very cheap in the fall. 

I have the honor to be 

Sir 
Your most obedient servant 
(Signed) T. Elwyn J.P. A.G.G. 


Lillooet District 
W. A. G. Young Esquire 
Colonial Secretary. 


The foregoing, I thought, may pos- 
sibly be of some interest to you, but 
probably you are well acquainted with 
the letters. In any event I send them 
with my compliments and in apprecia- 
tion of your splendid efforts to produce 
a real worth while British Columbia 
magazine. 

Yours truly 
B. A. McKelvie. 


PS:—May I be permitted to say 
how much I appreciated several stories 
from the gifted pen of Mrs. Boss that I 
was fortunate enough to read in the 
back numbers you have sent to me. 


onnite invasion left little or no mark 
on the pages of our record. 

The name Vanderhoof was adopted 
from the name of one of the first own- 
ersof the townsite -Herbert Vander- 
hoof of Chicago. The name Vanderhoof 
is pure Dutch,and means ‘of the farm’, 
rather an appropriate name for a loc- 
ality where farming is a main means 
of livelihood. Sometimes when nothing 
else of more importance is on the pro- 
gram, agitation will arise to change 
name, but it usually dies away, and we 
worry along somehow, without any 
change being made.The favorite choice 
of those wishing for change is ‘Nech- 
ako’ - anIndian word meaning simply 
‘big water’.I am of the opinion, how- 
ever, that it will take a long time to 
make any change. In Canada we have 
the example of Berlin in Ontario,which 
in the fervently patriotic days of the 
war was changed to Kitchener. I bel- 
ieve it would take adeclaration of war 
against Canada, onthe part of Holland, 
to raise the necessary enthusiasm to 
change the name of Vanderhoof. 
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EDITORIAL - concluded 

Peace River,is 267 miles long. The 
Peace Pass route,via Finlay Forks and 
the north side of the Peace River to 
Fort St.Johnis 360 miles. On the face 
of it,the Pine Pass, by virtue of being 
93 miles shorter, would appear to be 
the best route. But let’s look at the 
facts. 

Before plunging the province into 
debt to the tune of 50-60 millions, we 
must decide WHY we are doing it. Is 
it merely for the purpose of providing 
a railway connection parallel to, and 
competing with, an existing highway 
(the Hart) between the two cities of 
Dawson Creek and Prince George? Or 
is it for the purpose of pushing back 
our northern frontiers in order to tap 
the timber, mineral and agricultural 
resources lying dormant because of, 
lack of transportation facilities ?Ob- 
viously, the latter is the answer. It has 
ALWAYS been so in the annals of 
North American history - and in the 
wake of the railways came new dev- 
elopment and mushrooming towns and 
cities. 

A railway through the Pine Pass 
would open up no country not served 
already by the Hart Highway. It would 
have to climb to an elevation of 2930 
feet over grades of 1%, with winter 
snows often reaching a depth of 20 feet. 
Apartfrom an estimated 250 million 
tons of coal in the Hassler Creek area, 
no known deposits of mineral occur 
along the route. No new agricultural 
areas would be opened to settlement. 
It would terminate at Dawson Creek, 
already served by the Northern Alberta 
Railways. Cost of construction would 
be approximately 50 millions (accord- 
ing toa government survey undertaken 
Impl ows) 

In contrast to the above uneconom- 
ical venture, a railway through the 
Peace Pass would open up approxim- 
ately 200 miles of virgin country known 
to be rich in base and precious metals. 
It would tap the 4-1/2 billion tons of 
known coal reserves (Fed. Gov’t. Sur- 
vey). in the Hudson Hope Carbon River 
area. It would follow a water route 
through the Rockies on maximum 
grades of 3/10 of 1 percent, where the 
snowfalls average 2 feet per year. Its 
northern terminus would be B.C.’s 
oil capital, Fort St.John, located 50 
miles north of Dawson Creek on the 
north side of the Peace River - on 
which (north) side of the river most of 
the Peace River Block grain is pro- 
duced, and on which side lie our great- 
est reserves of undeveloped wheat- 
lands. Cost of construction via the 
Peace Pass was estimated at 52 mil- 
lions. From the point of making new 
land areas open for settlemnet, and the 
development of known mineral resour- 
ces of copper, gold, lead, zinc etc. , the 
facts are overwhelmingly in favour of 
a railway through the Peace Pass 


From an operational standpoint -they 
are even more so. Upon completion the 
railway must make money - or at least 
keep out of the red. Competent railway 
engineers (C. P. R.) statethat because 
of the grades involved any given loco- 
motive could haul more than three 
times aS many revenue-producing 
cars over the Peace Pass than over the 
Pine Pass. When the bulk of the revenue 
producing freight will be low-tarrif 
commodities such as grain, coal and 
yes, oil - it is a matter of utmost im- 
portance. Evena child can figure that 
70 cars hauled through the Peace Pass 
for the price of hauling 22 cars through 
the Pine Pass will result in three 
times the revenue and consequently 
greater profit.So we repeat - ‘Let’s 
Be Practical’. Thetwo millions addi- 
tional cost could be savedin two years 
in operational costs alone. 

Past politicians favored the Pine 
Pass. And they still do - for that is 
where the rails are to go, according 
to Premier Bennett’s recent announ- 
cement. 

If the rumour is true that a by- 
election is to be held in the Peace 
River for the purpose of trying to win 
that seat for recently defeated Finance 
Minister Einar Gunderson, so that that 
worthy gentleman might continue in 
office for the next few years -then 
itis obvious that the Pine Pass route 
is being used as a vote-catcher. 


If Gunderson wins the seat on the 
strength of Bennett’s promise to ex- 
tend the P.G.E. northward through 
the Pine Pass - and if the (political) 
promise is fulfilled - then the present 
regime will be guilty of having squan- 
dered 50-odd millions of hard-earned 
taxpayers money on an impractical and 
uneconomic political railroad. 

This is too high a price to pay. 
No man (politician) is worththat much 
to the people of this province. 

By all means let us extend the rail- 
way to the Peace River Block. It is 
long overdue. But let there be no more 
nonsense about the Pine Pass. 

There is only one feasible route 
and we British Columbians should de- 
mand that if and when the railway is 
extended, it be extended through the 
PEACE PASS. 


DAWSON CREEK, B.C. 


DAWSON IMPLEMENTS 


Massey-Harris Farm Implements 
WASHING MACHINES 
Agents For: 
HUDSON CARS 
REO TRUCKS 


Tht 


One wan 
vewee Chale saw 


© 
(e 


Electrical Contractors-Refrigeration Repairs 
Electric Appliances & Service - Dawson Creek 


DAWSON CREEK, B.C. 


MeLevin Brothers 


MAGNETO, GENERATOR, CAR- 
BURETOR , FUEL PUMP & TUNE - 
UP SERVICE 


TIRE AND RADIATOR 
SERVICE 


GOODYEAR.TIRES — — WILLARD BATTERIES 
DAWSON CREEK, B. C. 


WYLLIS SALES & SERVICE 
"IMPERIAL" PRODUCTS - 


- Complete Car & Truck Repair Service - 


CAMERON GARAGE 


WALLY NEWMAN 


LAND CLEARING - 
BULLDOZING 
EXCAVATING . 


"No Job Too Big -- Or Too Small" 


SHOP AT 


jlsor4 G QUALITY GRCCERIES 
Ww AT LOWEST PRICES 


MOST MODERN 
CAFE 
IN 
DAWSON CREEK 


"A GOOD PLACE 
ROE Ay 


PAGE 41 


LY ETON,..B:G, 


ee a EY ee 

COPPER KETTLE CAFE - Home Cooked 
Meals ina rae. Fireside Atmosphere 
Along The Old Cariboo Trail. 


CLINTON, B.C. = NORTH 


ROBERTSON BROTHERS — A Complete 
Line of Quality Merchandise, * 


59 MILE HOUSE - Cabins - Lunches 
Imperial Oil Products 


100 MILE CAFE - Open 24 Hours A Day 
100 Mile House - Cariboo Highway 


P.W. OGDEN - General Store, Post Of- 
fice, Dry Goods, Lac La Hache, 


OGDEN MOTORS - "Esso" Oil Products 
Complete Garage Service 


R.M, BLAIR” -_ Imperial Oil Products 
Agent: Massey Harris Farm 
Implements 


C,H, DODWELL & CO, - R. Beauchamp 
Real Estate - - General Insurance 


PRINCE GEORGE, B.C. 


ANDERSON'S LUMBER YARD — Gen- 
eral Contractors, Lumber and Build- 
ing Supplies. Lime Plaster, 


WALTER FLYNN — Quality Groceries, 
South Fort George, B.C. 

Wm, BEXON — Quality Groceries and 
Table Supplies. a 


JOHN McINNIS 
A Complete Line of Builders' Supplies 


McCULLAGH, The JEWELLER — Dia- 
monds, Watches - Expert Repairs, 
Chinaware, C.N.R. Watch Inspector, 


Rs LPH SE LANG MILLS 


Manufacturers of 
SPRUCE - PINE - FIR 
Prince Ceorye, British Columbia, 


SUPERIOR LAUNDRY & CLEANERS 
Commercial and Millwork Given 
Special Attention 
— Prompt Deliveries — 


VANDERHOOF, B.C. 


ERNIE'S GARAGE 


*New Garage, *Modern Equipment, Rest 
Rooms, Tourist Information, 


WEST of VANDERHOOF 


CORKY'S SERVICE — Home Gas & Oil- 
- General Repairs - Welding- 


P, T, JACOBSEN — A Complete Line of 
Quality Merchandise, ndako, B,C. 


BURNS LAKE, B.C. 
HOUSTON, B.C. 


HOUSTON CASH & CARRY 
A Complete Line of Quality Groceries, 
Drygoous, Flour & Feeds, Footwear, 


TELKWA, B.C. 


BULKLEY VALLEY CREAMERY 
Makers of the Famous 
"BULKLEY VALLEY" Brand of Butter 


F,W. A, MAPLETON — Novelties 6 Gifts 


— Patent Medicines, Sporting Goods — 
— Fishing Tac le. — 


BULKLEY VALLEY CO-OPERATIVE 
ASS'N — Central Selling Agency For 
The Bulkley Valley, 
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HOTEL HUDSON 
Fully Modern - _ Fully Licensed 


BOVILL MOTORS — Chrysler Plymouth 
Cars, Fargo Trucks - Welding & General 


SMITHERS GARAGE LTD, — General 
— Motors Dealers — 
Chevrolet Specialists 


HOSKINS GARAGE — Ford Sales & 
Service - AAA Emergency Service - 
Completely canned to service all 
cars and trucks, 


HAZELTON, B.C. 


HAZELTON HOTEL — Clean & Com- 
fortable, Hot and Cold Water, 


TERRACE, B.C. 


TERRACE HOTEL 
Fully Licensed 
Headquarters For Commercial Travellers 
rtsmen When In 
TERRACE,B.C, 


DAWSON CREEK, B.C. 


NORTHERN B.C, AGENCIES 
Peace River Farm Lands & Businesses 


For Hardy Fruit Trees & Shrubs - Write 


ALASKA HIGHWAY NURSERIES 
H. Giles Box 538 


FORT ST. JOHN, B.C. 


FORT ST. JOHN FURNITURE CO, 
Floor Coverings, Furniture, Baggage 


SPICER'S BAKERY - "Sweet Krust" 
Bread - Quality Cakes & Pastries 


WHITEHORSE. Y.T. 


WISE AGENCIES LTD, 
A Complete Insurance Service 
Drawer 370 Whitehorse, Y.T. 


Something had to be done about the 
town character, so the city council gave 
him the job of polishing the brass cannon 
on the court house lawn at $10 a month. 
This kept him busy and in spending 
money for about three months, when he 


announced to the paymaster that he was 
quitting. 

“Work too hard for you?” asked the 
paymaster 

“Nope.” 

“Do you want more money?” 

“Nope.” 


“Then why are you quitting?” 
The character drew himself up proud- 


ly and announced, “I've saved my money 
and bought a brass cannon. I'm going 
into business for myself!” 


DO YOU KNOW WHAT DEPT 

Do you know what makes a man feel 
like a new woman? Marriage 

Do you know what makes a woman 
feel like a new man? Divorce without 
alimony 


A GUIDE TO RELIABLE MERCHANTS IN 
TOWNS OF THE CARIBOO, CENTRAL 
B.C., PEACE RIVER & YUKON 


"OH DEAR, AND I DID SO WANT IT TO BE A SURPRISE" 


GE TTE RS 


| 2 
‘ 
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write letters). 

The majority isn’t always right. In 
Canada and the United States we tend to 
think that we can find out who is right 
by counting noses. But when you have 
appendicitis,do you count noses on how 
to cut it out,or do you get an expert 
doctor who knows how? 

I'think killing cows will work out 
in certain areas, at certain times, 
and in limited numbers, anyway. Kill- 
ing female game has been pretty well 
proven in the U.S.A., as far as the 
game is concerned. 

However, downhere when we do not 
_ have to see horns, we have got into a 
nice little habit of shooting men, wo- 


men,and children,cows, horses, mules, 


Alaska Highway 


Blueberry Lodge 
ROOMS or CABINS 
GAS, OIL, TIRES & TIRE REPAIRS 


Cafe and Lunch Room 


Excellent Hunting 
OPEN ALL YEAR 


Beatton Riuer Lodge 


ROOMS — CABINS — SHOWERS 
CAFE and STORE 
GAS - OIL - TIRES & TIRE REPAIRS 


Mile 147 Alaska Highway 


Alaska 


Mile 10] Highway 


Summit Hotel & Cafe 
FIRST CLASS ACCOMMODATION 
COMPLETE GARAGE SERVICE 


WELDING & LATHE WOPK 
MILE 392 ALASKA HIGHWAY 


2 | ’ 
SWIFT RIVER LODGE 
Clyde Wann's Service Stn. No 2 
GENERAL STORE 
Rooms - Meals - Gas - Oil 
TIRES & TIRE SERVICE TRAILER SPACE 
MILE 733 ALASKA HIGHWAY 


TAYLOR & DRURY Ltd. 


GENERAL MERCHANTS 
Full Line of Groceries, Drygoods 


and Hardware 
Indian Leather Work - Souvenirs 


TESICING, Y.1-. MILE 804 


McCrae Inn 
Rooms — Cafe — Tavern 
Gas & Oil 
Reasonable Rates - On the Main Highway 
Mile 910 - Alaska Highway 


brown automobiles,tan tents,tan sleep- 
ing bags, etc. Inever hadto wear a red 

shirt in Canada. On my last Canadian 

hunt in 1948, as I brought my big bull 

moose out, I was pretty proud of Can- 
ada’s safety record. It seems the Can- 
adian people were just too blamed 
bull-headedto shoot me for a moose, 

a deer,or a duck. (If they shoot me it 
will be for me). 

With the type of hunter we some- 
times have down here,I hate to see both 
sexes open at the same time in the 
same place. With real woodsmen it 
wouldn’t make any difference, but just 
because a person lives in the timber 
doesn’t make him a woodsman, always. 

They say Mr. Hatter and Mr.Martin 

don’t live in the woods. Well, back to 
the physician again - he doesn’t have 
to be pregnant to know how to deliver 
a baby. 
John A. Knoll Clarkston,Wash. 
P.S. What makes me think Canadians 
are bull-headed? Why I’ve had maybe 
fifty-sixty arguments with them, and 
I never won an argument. Not even 
withthat guy that just might have been 
wrong. 


DOWNS - AN ABLE WRITER 


I was very pleased to see my art- 
icle on early days in the Cariboo re- 
ceived a good reception.I have received 
altogether nine letters from nearly as 
many towns, allof which give me great 
encouragement. 

The article I liked best in the Sept. - 
October edition was the article on 
moose, written by Arthur Downs. Mr. 
Downs not only knows his subject, but 
is ableto place it before the reader in 
aclear andconcise manner. I have al- 
ways been interested in moose, as I 
lived a solitary life with them and nat- 


ivesformore thansixyearsin the ear- 


ly days. The Tahltan natives taught me 
a great deal about the moose, and the 
moose taught me a few things them - 
selves. 

I am trying to find a publisher for 
a small book I have written, and hope 
willbe a ‘best seller’, fora short time 
in B.C. , anyway. 


Guy Lawrence Westview, B.C. 


REALLY HAVE THE BIG GAME 


While hunting moose with the Wittes 
inthe Big Creek area west of Williams 
Lake this fall, I happened to pick up 
one of your magazines.I was very much 
impressed with your stories and the 
quality of your Digest. 

You really have the big game hunt- 
ing in B.C. and the most friendly and 
accommodating people I have been pri- 
vileged to meet anywhere. I thoroughly 
enjoyed my venture to your very fine 
Province. 


C.R.Albrecht Flasher,N.Dak. 


ANOTHER GOOD ARTIC LE 
COMING UP - MAYBE 


Many thanks for the copy of your 
magazine you sent me containing the 
story of the Yukon Telegraph Line by 
Guy Lawrence. I thought that you would 
be interested in hearing that I was his 
lineman for the year previous to the 
starting of his story at the Nahlin River 
station. WhenI sent for the magazine I 
had no idea that he was the author of 
the story. 

I think I will write to Guy, if he is 
still at Stewart,and suggest that he give 
you the story of the previous five or ten 
yearstothe one he has written. I think 
it would be very interesting. 


A.Howard Webb Hinton, Alta 


KNOWS IT ALL - ABOUT 
WILDLIFE - PERHAPS? 


Having been a reader for some time 
of the Digest and having spent many 
happy days from my boyhood in the 
woods hunting andtrapping inthe game 
areas of Ontario, it is with great int- 
erest I read the article by Arthur 


CONCLUDED NEXT PAGE 


WHITEHORSE, YUKON 


Northern Commercial 


GARAGE 
FORD AND MONARCH DEALERS 
WILLARD BATTERIES - DOMINION ROYAL TIRES 
Yukon Distributors: "CATERPILLAR" Tractors 
‘A Complete Garage Service”’ 


Burns & soraneg® 


Wholesale & Retail 


FRESH - CURED 
YCANNED MEATS 
WHITEHORSE, YUKON TERRITORY 


ST, ALBERT 


SMITH & ADY (sizer, 


SCHEDULED TRUCKING SERVICE 
FROM EDMONTON TO ANCHORAGE 
THROUGH FREIGHT SERVICE 


“Fastest Truck Line In The North” 


coml 


MAC’S Newstand 
% MAGAZINES y¥ CANDY BARS 


tke NOVELTIES st CIGARETTES | 
vy SMOKERS SUPPLIES ‘ 


OPEN FROM 12 NOON TILL 12 MIDNIGHT 


YUKON JEWELLERY 


if 
Ae @ NOVELTY SHOP 
Go St ROG, LEE 


G: ‘te KLONDIKE GOLD NUGGETS 
oe and JEWELLERY 
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Downs, ARE BRITISH COLUMBIA’S 
MOOSE BEING WASTED? 

But more interesting tome wasMr. 
J. P. Pack’s letter which brought back 
tomy memory the time during the dark 
thirties in Ontario whenI was support- 
ing a wife and four small children. I 
applied for a jobfire-ranging when the 


WHITEHORSE, Y.T. 


Yukon Electrical 


Serving Whitehorse & Area 
FOR 51 YEARS 
With Dependable Electrical Power 


WHITEHORSE, Y.T. 


Taylor & Drury Motors L 


Chevrolet - Pontiac 1, 

: : tA 
Oldsmobile & Buick CEREBRAL 
SALES and SERVICE Laas 


Wrecker Service - 


Goodyear Tires 


SEATTLE 4, WASH. 


NORTHERN COMMERCIAL CO. 


SKA 
ALA ; 
Ayo 1 , 32 Department Stores - throughout 
L_, ‘ f 
baa 7 OFFICE aweeeees ss inane Yukon and Alaska - lo serve you 
419 COLMAN BLDG, t Bc Ta 


Depariment was asking for men, being 
an ex-service man and having spent 
much of my life in the woods, I thought 
I would apply, which I did. 

The answer that I got back from the 
Department was that they wished Uni- 
versity young menasthey did not con- 
sider a man who had only gone to the 
tenth grade in schooling was qualified 
to be a fire-ranger. I think this is the 
case with the said Arthur Downs,a Uni- 
versity graduate and a practical man 
like Jack P. Pack, who knows the woods 


and allthere is to know about wild-life. 


Is not his information more to be de- 
pended on than a University graduate 
who could not go five hundred yards 
in the woods without being lost? Don’t 
you think that it istime our government 
gave these good paid jobs to practical 
men who know the woods and what there 
is to know about our game instead of 
giving them to party friends, University 
graduates who know little or nothing 
about the woods or our game conditions 
men who if they have their University 
ideas enforced, will soon have our 
game extinct. 


Imyself have lived in B.C.for some 
years and look forward to hunting sea- 
son each fall. But with our game in the 
hands of college and University grad- 


Whitehorse, Y. T. 


RICHARDS MOTORS 


CHRYSLER - PLYMOUTH CALS & FARGO TRUCKS 


Dealers For The YUKON Territory 
COMPLETE GARAGE SERVICE 
CHRYCO PARTS & 


WHITEHORSE - 


Heated 
Storage 


ACCESSORIES 


- Gateway to the Yukon 


* 
TAYLOR & DRURY 


LIMITED 
Yukon’s Leading Merchants for over Fifty Years 


CALL AND SEE US 


WHITEHORSE INN CAFE 


Open 24 Hours a Day 


The WHITEHORSE INN 


FOR THE BEST IN ACCOMMODATION. SINGLE 
OR DOUBLE ROOMS WITH OR WITHOUT BATH 
OR SHOWER. 


OPERATED LY 


WHITEHORSE HOTELS LTD. 
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INN TAVERN 


Open Daily Except Sunday. 


uates I can soon forget the pleasant two 
weeks I spend in the fall hunting. 
Gordon Wray. Prince George. 


6 TRACKS IN 100 MILES 


I just finished reading ‘Are British 
Columbia Moose Being Wasted?’ by 
Arthur Downs. Where did he ever get 
his figures from? Iam positive hedid 
not get them in my area and it is part 
of B.C. Ihope. 

He talks about counting moose 
tracks. If he ever had a hungry stom- 
ach and tried to follow one track in the 
snow he would soon find out they do 
not travel in a straight line. 

I just got through making a small 
survey myself. I started at the mouth 
of the Pine, went up 15 miles up river 
then across the Moberley River, then 
down Moberley River tothe Peace and 
down to the mouth of the Pine. I saw 
alltold6 tracks. This survey was made 
after a fresh snow and I covered this 
by saddle horse. 

This area is covered with young 
red willows, balsam, alders, and young 
poplar, slough and muskeg - approxi- 
mately 100 square miles. 

We do have moose that die here but 
it is from ticks and cold weather and 
not malnutrition as Arthur Downs 
states. Two years agoI had adeer 
freeze to death that had been living off 
of my feed stacks. 

If Downs would take a pack on his 
back and go live in the bush for about 
five years, he might change his mind 
about shooting the cow moose. 

I have seen snow so deep that the 
caives had to wait til their Mother 
broke trail for them to move. What. 
would happen to the calves if Downs 
shot the cow? 


Renie Dhenin 
Reg. Class A Guide 


Arthur Downs makes no claim 


Fort St.John, B.C. 


to university training of any de- 


scription - and refers his critics 
to the letter on page 3 entitled 
*Bull-Headed Canadian Game Dept. 
Right. 


es, 


Cedar poles 100 ft. long - hauled by Docherty & Blair 400 miles from Kispiox (north of Hazelton) 
to Prince George, B.C. for the Northwest Telephone Co. Photo at right shows pole being 


raised 
into position (by Docherty & Blair) in the heart of the city. 


DOCHERTY « BLAIR CONSTRUCTION CO. 


DIRT-MOVING CONTRACTORS and HEAVY HAULING SPECIALISTS 


Cedar Poles - For Power and Telephone Lines 
MOVING - HAULING - EXCAVATING - BULLDOZING - TRACK-LAYING 


Write For Estimates 


QUESNEL, BRITISH COLUMBIA 


Specializing in: 
ROAD and DAM Construction 
Heavy Hauling 
BOX 1896 - PRINCE GEORGE, B.C. 


Z 


“8 SONS LTD. 


P.G.DRAWER 1640 QUESNEL, B.C. 


LUMBER MANUFACTURING, LOGGING, SAWMILLS & PLANING MILL 


SPEED - EFFICIENCY - SERVICE *x2z2%0% “ano 


TELETYPE apart Ps \ 
CONNECTIONS s ss 
wsauroovs The White Pass and Yukon Route sags te : 
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* CARCROSS 7 ! 
TO THE ASBESTOS AGE * ATLIN Z May F 
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F * CHARLIE LAKE FORT NELSON 
Seay ie LNG eae * FORT ST. JOHN oon ra) COLUMBIA 
From Prince George * DAWSON CREEK )) , 
To The Yukon B * POUCE COUPE ~ yre® 
n Border L-aUMenEon Zt “Orn / 
a * HAY RIVER d,. %% ? 
Head Office: + PRINCE GEORGE Wey, 4 f >I 
Box 2182, DAWSON CREEK, B.C. _—_* And All Way Points He See | 
t 
t ? rs 
; : . : Pp 
Connecting With J j RINCE GEOR r s* 
TELETYPE fF P ra | 
CONNECTIONS gs 5 QUESNEL ®& 
WITH ALL POINTS The Pacific Great Eastern Railway oe . o 
S AU, WILLIAMS LAKE i 
REGULAR FREIGHT SERVICE : 
1 
SERVING BRIDGE RIVER - CARIBOO LiLLooer CLINTON . 
CHILCOTIN - PRINCE GEORGE AREA “ 
PRINCE GEORGE LILLOOET QUAMISH 7 
QUESNEL PEMBERTON ‘ 
WILLIAMS LAKE SQUAMISH \ we \ 
EXETER iin. 
CLINTON And All Way Points. sol 
~~ 
~— 
HEAD OFFICE, UNITED 87 “S77 
: : s ATES ~ 
“ e 94 West Pender St. € . 
he Railway With a Prrsonality Vancouver, B.C. 


AVAILABLE THROUGH THREE OF THE WEST’S OLDEST ESTABLISHED FREIGHT 
CARRIERS - NOW OFFERING INTERCONNECTING, SCHEDULED, INSURED, SERVICE 


